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Reader, 


TY other Drollertes 2orng ſo ſwift away, 

Why ſhould T think that thu ſhould make a ; fra 
For this by ſeveral Criticks has been ſcai?d, 

And Stationer to, before he'd tak't ia hand 

And being well approw'd before it came toth' Preſs, 
1. canne; think that it will have a leſs 

Eſteem abroad then any of the reſt, 

Becauſe it has endur'd ſo ſevere a teſt, 

Suſpend ! thy Cerſare til thou'ſt fully ſeer/ /R 

1 do not doubt but thow It find ſomething in't 

WV :ll pleaſe thy Pallet : Is thy mind Focaſe, 
Here's that will pleaſe, _ thow'rt too Moroſe : 
Or 


And berg ſuited to all humours ſo, 

"Nought but but Impartiality can have a low 
Eſftcem for itz The enwious I value not, 
For they in Peccadillo things will be ſo hot, 

And wreak thetr ſpight on any, though uuknonn, 
And all forſooth becauſe 'tw not their own, 

If ought ap pleaſe thee, then Tam well apaid, 
For all theſe things unto that end was mad - 
Tf not, then leave it, 'tw all one to Wull, 
I was VV, H. and ſo ſpall be fill 


Dated on May-4ay when ſo lowd it Thundered, 
In Anno Seventy three and Sixteen hundred. 
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A New Son. 


Oo fair and unkind, when I did diſcover 
Thoſe charmes, to which all that fee you ſub- 
Your languiſhing eies firſt made me a lover, (mit, 
And then you that Empire kept by your wit 3 
For you, the ſoft terters of Phillis I broke 
To put on a Laſs! a more rigorous yoke, 
Poor Phills was kind her ſlave to Pprelerve, 
You doom me to wait, and force me to ſtarve. 


2. Away with Devotion which makes you uneaſle, 
| And with you good humour ſo ill doth agree, 
| (ſeize ye, 
' Faith try but the pleaſure, and when Zeal wou'd 
Youl find the fit better imploy'd upon me: 
For Love the dull Cloyſter as highly exceeds 
As numbring of hearts does dropping of Beads ; 
And Saints like to Iris are never Divine, 
Till Mortals are ſuffered to kneel at their ſhrine. 
A3 A New 
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A New Song, 


I.F - Ong betwixt love and fear Phillis tormented, 
Shun'd her own wiſh,yetat laſt ſhe conſented 
But loath the day ſhould her bluſhes diſcover. 
Come gentle night ſhe ſaid, 
Come quickly to my aid, 
And a poor ſhameface Maid, 
Hide from her Lover. 


2. Now cold as I ſee, I am now hot as fire, 
[ dare not tell my ſelf mine own deſire, 
But ler day fly away, and bid night haſt her, 
Grant ye kind Powers above, 
Slow hours of parting love, 
But wnen to Bliſs we move, 
L-t 'em fy taſter. 


3. How ſweet it is to Love, when I diſcover 
T hat fire which burns my Scul, warming my lover, 
'Tis pitty Love ſo true, ſhould be miſtaken, 
It that then he might be 
Falſe or unkind to me, 
Let me die ere I ſee 
That Tam forſaken. 
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A N Ni Sore, 


"Tz heed fair Clelia how you tame 
With your diſdain Doraſtus fame, 
A noble heart when once deny*d, 
Swells into ſuch a height of pride, 
Twill rather burſt, then dain to be 
A worſhipper of Cruelty. 


|S) 


. You may uſe common Lovers ſo, 
My Sighs at laſt to Storms will grow, 
And blow ſuch ſcorn upon this Pride, 
Will blaſt all I have magnified, 
You are not fair when Love you lack, 
' Ingratitude makes all things black. 
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. Odo not for a flock of Sheep, 
And golden ſhowers when as you ſleep ; 
Nor cauſe Ambition often {wells, 
Forſake the place where honor dwells. 
In Damons Pallace you'l never ſhine 
So bright as in thoſe Arms of mine. 


A New 


Lonaon Droller f 


A New Song in the Fatal Fealoufie. 


1. Languiſh all Night, and figh all the Day, | 
I And wuch to be pitried 1 am, 


Ere ſince your bright eyes 
My heart did ſurprize, | 
I could not exitingutfſh the flame : | 
But fince you have known 
My heart was your own, . 
Who before was ſo kind, now ſcornfuller grown: 
If ſo cruel you prove, 
To the man that you love, 
Ah Phillis, Ah Phillis, what Fate | 
Alas is reſerved for the man that you hate. 


ts bh 
The Devon: Drunkara, being a Mock to, O Live 
if e're thault eraſe a heart , And to that Twne, 


L. Bacchus if thoulr eaſe a Soul 
That owns thy Juicy power, 
And bleeds for that high chirping bowl, 
For which wine eyes ne're ceaſing rowl 
Until I ſez that hour. ; 
Under the Tunne, I fainting waſte 
A thouſand times I wiſh to taſte; 
Bur when I ſee ſuch halting haſte, 
To caſe me of my thirſty pain, 
I bleed with grief in every vein. 
| 2. But 
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2. But thus as I fate all alone, 
Pth* deep and ſhady vault, 
Continuing ſtill in grief and moan, 
A neighbouring drawer then came down 
Which was the man in fault. 
- O how [1 ſtrove the Rogue to chide, 
He bluſh'd and ſtriv'd his fault to hide, 
And ſwore the tatling Eccho lied. 
And pray'd my Paſſion then forbear 
Leaſt it ſhould come to's Maſters ear. 


But Bacchus yet I'de die to; gain 
But one poor parting Cup, 
Although it lately fill'd my Brain, 
Impoſe on me all racks of pain 
If ſoon I drink't not up. : 
Thus are poor Mortals oft abus'd, 
Who long God-Bacchus trade have us'd, 
Cauſe drawers often have refus'd : 
When we do burn with thirſty flame, 
To give us that would quench the ſame. 


The Dutch Infolence the occaſion of the War with 
them, ending with an Elegy on Mr, Boyle. 


Hen the Dutch States with Inſolence were 
grown 

So monſtrous big, they ſcarce had room for one, 

| They 
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They ſought-about' for. more; yet naught could 
pleaſe 

But the Dominion of the Britti/h Seas : 

In order unto which, they load the main 

With Men of War, and all the world diſdain, 

Their Sails being fd with what themſelves are full 

They under Sail did then attempt to pull 

The power into their own hands,from her that nurſt 

Them up; they did attempr; but in the attempt 

they burſt : | 

For when calm Al5ion's King a while had view'd 

The monſtrons' preparations of this rude 

Ignoble people, ttrait' he lanched forth 

A mighty Navy, mighty for its worth, 

But for its Condu& more; betng'Ted by him 

Whoſe glorious Aﬀjons might the Ceſars dim, 

Tllaſtrious James it was, whoſe. powerful Arm 

The Dutch telt burning hot, when he ſcarce warm : 

And *monglit the Noble train did waite upon 

His Royal Highneſs, nobfe Boyte'Was one 2 

A noble youth,” who in his Aſped&t bore 

The Characters of pood, and great in ſtore : 

His perſen buiſt ro ſuch a height and due 

Proportion, . as any thing that's true: | 

And with, his perſon, ſuch his a@iots were 

Thatevery move was plating, every move did darc 

To ſomething great : yet with ſuch modeſt mean, 

Hew#ds admir'd, and lov\das ſoowas ſeen; © 7 

And though the convex of his body wore v v 

This taking Aſped, yer within was more : | 
ie Fo: 


London: Drollery; 


For there a genious ſate, ſo ſtrung, that ſtrait 


weight: | 


, 


To what you toucht, if what you toucht ha 


Above her great reaſon ſate, which did cantroul 


The expanding vigourot-his mighty Soul :.. 
Which like a termentation elſe had brake, - 
The polliſh'd cask, bctore this fatal tiroke; 
True courage now it was, upen Whole wings 
He clim'd the Tragick ſtage; and dar'd fiieh thi 
That Mars himſelf no ſooner ſaw, but fenr 
In fireand ſmoke, to him a Complemement : 
But ſpightful Death, who in an ambuth lay, 
In this great Tragedy to chute his prey? 

Had hid himſelf within that Cloud ef Smoke, 
Thar Mars had ſent, and gave that fatal. ſtroke 
By which he fell, yet honourably dy*d 

In's Countcies- Service, by his Princes fide: 
His Soul then being fled, to whom *rwas due, 
A conteſt here then about his body grew ; 

The Earth claim'd it as hers, and had prepar'd 
In her own bowels to have it. there inter'd ; 
But Neptune greedy of fo great a prize, 

Did bounce and foam, and at the Deck did rife 
To demand his Dead, at which the tall 

Ship bow'd her lofty Head, and Sails and all, 
For nothing elſe could Neptunes wrath appeaſe 
But that ſame body, to adorn his Seas; 


At which the Marble wept, and does weep yet, 


ngs 


Cauſe that his Name's not in her Forehead writ. 


Oz 
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On the Death of the Earl of Sandwich. 


i Sandwich dead ? Is that brave Hero gone 
Of Englands Archited, th- corner Stone. 
Did he not think his deareſt blood to dear 
To ſpend for us? and we deny a tear : 

Let's give him that, which we cannot deny 
To an expiring Valiant Enemy. + 

Let's drain our eyes, and make him float again 
In our Salt tears, as once upon the Main. 
Let every one give honour to his Hearſe, 

And every Poet Caſt 'on it a Verſe. 

But O brave Sendwich, whoſe Pen muſt that be, 
That on thy Death can write an Elepgie ; 

Thou dy'ſt not like a Mortal ; and if fo, 


What Mortals Pen to write thy Death doth know. 


The Obſequious Lover, A. SONG, 


I v* Hen I contemplate &n thy parts 
My dear Coninna, I deſpair, 
Becauſe thou'rt Miſtreſs of all hearts, 
And all expe to have a ſhare. 
2. How then can Iexpe& to tind 
So much as one good look from thee, 
Sinc2 all that know thee are ſo kind 
Thy Votaries they Vow to be. 
3. One 


- 
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. One for thy Voice admires thee much, 


Another tor thy Dancing to, 
But if a Lute thou chance to touch 
They ſtand amaz'd, and cannot go. 


. A third admires thy ſparkling eyes 


That ſhine like Diamonds in the night, 
A fourth doth praiſe thy lips likewiſe, 
Being of a Ruby colour right. 


. A fifth ſets forth thy ruddy cheek 


As being of fo pure a hue, 
That when for Roſes they do ſeek, 
There they're found, asif there they grew, 


. A ſixth admires thy Swan-like skin, 


A ſeventh doth praiſe thy foot and hand, 


Another ſo thy geck and chin, 
A ninth thy waſte which may be ſpan'd. 


A tenth thy hair and other parts 
To ſhare 'em all they do agree, 

On which they all do tix their hearts, 
But yet I hope thy heart is free. 


. Grant me but that Corrine then, 4 


'Tis only that which I do crave, 
I ſhal] be happieſt of all men, $ 
If I may live and die thy Slave. 


40 London Dyollery, 


LE. ih 5 — gore 


The Prologue to Arvicagus ard Felicia, 


Ou are Trapand': Itivited to a Play ' (away. 
* Whiche're halt done, you'l with your (elves 
T1s long,'tis ſad: nay you mult mark the Plor, 
T hen Court not Vizaru Maſques, or Cenfure not * 
Some think it they had known as much before, 
They would have made Al-atement at the door : 
We'll do it yet ; but now | think Fle ſtay, 
For he thit took your mony's gone away: 
Sometling would yet be done, e're we begin, 
Well to a3 014 Play, you haye, anew Prologue in, 
That's more then promiſed; What if boch be ill, 
Where are we thei, we arayour debtors ſt11I : 
To quit (cores, take full lifÞerty to day 
To Genttire lowd the Aﬀors and the Play : 
But at another cime when the: Phy is good, . - 
Sit Sijent, that we may, be underſtood.,. | 
Your Pardans Geneflemen, "las. *tis not we. 
That dare Impoſe-: though Poets ſawcy be, 
For we confeſs 'tis very juſt and fit, ' (wit, 
When they ſhew none, you ſhould Prochim your 
Take your full Licence:aw you us'd to ds, 
But find juſt faults; or elſe they 1 cenſure you. 


On 
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Oa 4 Shoem. | 


= Shrew being blam'd, becauſe ſhe ſhew?d. , , ; 
Not ſo much Reverence as by right ſhe-gy'd 
Unto her Husband : She reply'd the might, 
Forbear then complaint of me, I do him right, 
His will is mine, he would bear Rule, and I 
Deſire the ſame only by Sympathy. 


————_——— 


— 


The Prologue to the W Jadow. 


Ow that the Seaſon of the War is paltz; - - 

We well bad hop'd to tec you here at jaſrg 
But you this Winter find out, other ways! .-. 
To kill your ſelves, and ro deſtroy QUT. Plays, FY 
You meet in Maſquerade to, paſs, your tine, +;:4 
Without the help of Reaſon or of Rimes; 0! 57 
You talk, and cheat each ovber, indiſguiles;;;c} 1/7 
And draw ten/blanks.of Beauty for ope prize; » 3 
Were Viſor of, and all were hound: to come; +, 
And ſhew your homely Faces in,.the Roan» 55 
Each one would cry to ſee ther aft appears! 9:iT 
Now what the.Dev/l do theſe.damn'd faces theres! 
Then he who ſceem'd a Lord in that dumb ſhow, 
Prove ſome young Spark of Pater-Noſter-Row. 
And ſhe who in diſguiſe appear'd ſo pretty, 
Turns up her Maſque and thews the Orange Betty. 

Thus 


——— nc 
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'|/ Thus tir'd with want of pleaſure home we creep, 
| And all next day, you lie a Bed and ſleep, 
1! Mean timeourempry Seats, your abſence mourn, 
| We ſigh (but Poets think of you with ſcorn) 
For Courting ſtill your ſelves, you ſeem to ſay, 
Ji That you Heaven Love, you have'more wit then 
| they | 
|! And thar one Sceen o'th* Couch, is worth a Play. 


The Epilogue to the Widdow, 


Tz Stage is like a Gaming-houſe, where you | 
Still throw atall,we bring more old then new | 
And you of late have ſo ſuccesful bin, 
T hat to our coſt, what e're we ſet, you win 
. But now we ſo much cunning underſtand 
To looſe bur little, and to ſtarve your hand, 
We butter not, but take the ſafeſt way 
To ſet you a ſmall ſum, a poor old Play 
It you are kind, throw out for this one ſtake, 
For faith 'tis all we can at preſent make 
The Poets and the Players now are poor, 
Bur ig our next new houſe, we'l ſet you more. 


A Song 
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n, -- A Song in the Dutch Lovers. 


ls; A Myntas led me to a Gfove 
| Where all the Trees did ſhade us ; 

The Sun it ſelf, though it had ſtrove, 
ſ. It could not have betray'd us. 
The place ſecur'd frm humane Eyes, 

No other fear allows, : 
Bux when the Winds that gently riſe, 

Do kill the yielding Boughs. 


2. Down there we ſat upon the Moſs, 
| And did begin to play 
' A thouſand wantan tricks, to paſs 
The heat of all the day. 
A many Kiſſes he did give, 
AndlIreceiv'd the ſame, 
Which made me willing to receive 1-4 
That which I dare not name. ; 


3. His Charming Eyes no aid requir'd 
| To tell their Amorous Tale ; 
On her that was already fir'd, 2 - 
'T was eafje to prevail | 
He did bur kiſs, and claſp me round, + Is 
Whilſt thoſe his thoughts expreſt, - 5H 


And laid. me. ſoftly. on the ground : 
O who > Fa gueſs the reſt ! 
+ And there I took my reſt. 
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The It cones on in the Dutch Lowers, 


"A H falſe Amyntas!, can that hour 
">: So'foon forgotren be, 

When firſt I yielded up my.power 
To be betray'd by thee 2: - 

Heaven knows, with:-how, much Innocence 
I did my heart reſign .., 

Unto thy taithle(s Eloquence, 
And gave thee what was mine. 


2. I had not 6ne reſerve in ſtore, 
Bur at thy Feet I laid ” 

Thoſe Arms which eonguierd heretofore, 
Though now thy Trophies made. 

Thy Eyes in ſilence told their Tale. | 
Of Lovin nao”: 2 7 7 29517 TORS 

That *twas as edſie to prevail, ' re ee 
As ater © to betray. | 


——_— 


V _ Hen onely ie dith aſt the ahip, 


That neither Card nor Compaſfows 
The Maſter, Pilot,' Men afleep)” 


The ſtately Ship is fpliton ſhoals.* 
But when they wake, they! _ Sure Ci wh 
Who's in the faulc? NoeT, 'nor Lngb].07 


5 a 


Fy | 
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Even ſo it fares with a High and Mighty State, 
Not guided by the Maſter, but the Mate. 


—— 


The D iſconſulate Girl for the lofi of her Love, 
lately Preſt to Sea, 


The Tune, Bory Verſaile. 


t, A S I was ſitting on the Graſs 
Within a ſilent ſhady Grove; 
T over-heard a Countrey-Laſs, 
Was there bewailing of her Love. 
My Love, ſays ſhe, 
Is ta'en from me, 
Ard to the Wars is preſt and gone 3 
He's march'd away, | 
And gone to Sea, 
Alack, alack and welladay, 
And left me here alone. 


2. My Love he was the kindeſt man, 
There's none that's like him in the Town, 
He*d gently take me by the hand, 
And give me many a brave green Gown. 
With kifſes ſweet 
He wou'd mepreet, 
Aud often ſing a roundelay ; 
And ſometimes ſmile, * 
B 2 Then 
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Then chat a while, 
That ſo we might the cime beguile, 
A live-long Summers day. 


My Love on May-day.ſtill would be 
Theearlieit up of all rhe'reſt, 
Wirth Scartts and Ribbons then wou!d he 
Of all the Crew be fineſt dreſt ; 
With Morris-Bells, 
And fine things elſe : 
But when the Piper *gan to play, 
| He dane*d {6 well, 
I heard %em tell, 
That he did all the reſt excel, 
And bore the Bell away. 


4. The Manthat took my Love away, 
Was too too harſh, and roo fevere, 
I gently on my Knees did pray 
That he my Love wou'd then forbear. 
I offer*d too 
A breeding Ewe, 
And eke a Lamb that was my own : 
2 ' Do whatI cou'd, 
It did no good, : 
But left me in this penſive mood 
To figh and make my moan. 


5, I now will pray the Wars may ceale, 
That [agen may ſee my Love . | L 


And 
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And that the Bullets may him miſs, | 
I will intr-at the Powers above 3 
W inich if they grant, 
I they will chant 
Abroad their Praiſes every Cay 
And with my charms 
Secure from harms 
' My dearelt Love within mine Arms, 
And leave off Welladqy. , . 


A Song tn Praiſe of Drinling.. 


| Tune, Mr. Smith's Fig, call'd Mris. Madge's Fig. 


| 


LB. (> take up your Cups, and leave off this 
Prittle prattle, Boys, 
Avay with diſputes, they're onely - 
Fit for the Schools : 
Then trole it about, and call for the 
r. other Pottle, Boys, 
Who loves not the Juice of; the Grape. . 
Are counted but: Fools. OO 
For poring on Books will make a man 
Dull and muddy too, 
And often doth fill the.Brain with 
Frenzy and pains 3 
B 3 


' Andevery one did praiſe the; 
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But we with Canary, without any 
Pain or ſtudy too, 


Copernicu-1ike, can turn the World 
Round with our Brains, 

2, A CoupleTI knew that were beſotted 
With Love of late, 

And both to be free from Cupid's 
Bands did deſire ; 


The one did reſolve to ſtudy, and 
Make his Book his Mate, 
The other by Bacchus reſoly*d 
To extinguiſh hir Fire. 
For he that'by Study did think 
To caſt thoſe thoughts away, 
Did meet with a SubieR ſtill that 
Did add to his Flame. 
But tother by Drinking the thoughts 
Of Love did 1s allay, h 
He had almoſt tcorgotten that. ever 
He had any Dane. 


3. Then off went their Hats and off: © 
Went all their ſtudious thoughts, | 


4 


Juice of the Vine. {0 
And then unto Bacchus Alf did there _ 
Confeſs their faylts, TR. | 
And vow'd they'd be daily'offering!t1o' " 
Unto his Shrine. REA. 


Loidey D roller}; | f9 
For Mars is mad, and Cnpid's an * © | 
| Aſe, and Apollo too, C95 
Who thinks by Fighting and Charmes, 
'-* "And Books to undo Us, 
But Bacthus ſhall be our Protettor, . 
And him we'l follow to ; 
Being under his Banner, what , 
Miſcheif can ever come” to Us. 


_—_— — 


' The: Courtiers W 00602 a Countrz-Laſs. 
The T une Fohnſons Jig. 


El] me my Betty, why ſo nice and coy, (had, 

; Remember the merry paſtimes. tliat we have 
We mightere this a —_ a Luity Boy, 
A pox ofa Jointure, I think thou'lt make me mad. 
P1 ſettle upon thee kifſes ſweet and plenty, 
From one unto two, and ſo trom ten to twenty, 
Nay more then that, Pl ſectle my ſe]fupon thee, 
The fiheſt covering yet thou ere had'ſt on thee. 


2. When that is done, I'I give thee a Silken gown 

Shall trail behind thy feet a pretty ſpace, 

Of the moditheſt SiIK that now is wore in Town, 

And laid in every ſeam with Silver Lace; 

Thy Petticoat ſhall'be of Silk Prunellay, 

O'th* ſelf fame peice that was made for Arabelle. 
B 4 The 
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Thy Stockins of London Silk, well knit together, 
And thy every days ſhoes ſhall be of Speniſp leather. 


3. Ple take thee a houſe in any ſtreet i'th Town, | 
Which thou ſhalt pitch upon tor thy delight, 
And furniſh ſome o'th Rooms with Beds of down 
For thee and I to lye on every Night; * (thee, 
Thou alſo ſhalt have a Chamber-maid to atrend 
Shall ſtudy to pleaſe thy humor and never offend 
And whenſoever thou ſhalt call upon her, (thee. 
She'l anſwer Madam, a purpoſe to give thee 
; (honour, 


4+ Some days we will betake us to a Play, 

And then we'l Coach about to ſee gur Friends, 

And then another day, toth' Park aw'y, 

Or wherelſoever ſtill thy Fancy bends, - ' 

And ſo torh* MulberryGarden we'l have a fting ta, 

And then in St. Fames his Park we'l ſee the King to, 

Where many fine Gallants and Ladies walk for 
| . (pleaſure, 

Bur thee alone ſhall ſtil] be my greateſt treaſure. 


5, If this will do, then ler me know thy mind, 
And give me but a kiſs to Seal the ſame, 

Thou ſhalt have two for one, Ile be fo kind 
And pay it on thy Lips, from whence it came. 
She then did fly into his armes to chear him, 
And wiſht no other harm might ere come near him. . 
As he was hers, ſo ſhe was his for ever, (ſever. 


And nought but death, ſhou'd ere their true Love 
| Ns hb 
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On a Neat but Noble Cheeſe-feaſt lately in London? 


To the Scatch Tune, Sit thee down by me. 


'le tell you of a Treat in Throckmerton-ſtreer, 
A Waere many good Friends of late there did 
(meet, 
NA hers «livers ſorts of Cheeſe was ſo well dreſt, 
That I ne er yet ſaw ſuch a Cows-bobby Feaſt. 


2. The firſt diſh of Cheeſe that was then ſerv'd in 

Was three fat Pullars, with Bacon between 

Lac'd round with Sprouts, .that I'le ſwear at firſt 
(ſight, 

I thought 'rhad bin Bacon and Pullats downright. 


3. The next diſh of Cheeſe that came to the bord 

Was a whole halt-Lamb a diſh for a Lord, 

But I know *twas Cheeſe, I'de a (wore *rhad bin 

The Baby of a Ewe, or very near a kin. p 

up, 

:. The third diſh of Cheeſe that was th-n brace 

W ;< a Pie with Oyſters, and Shrimps to the up 

led with Sweet-meats, bur that I knew 


"7 was Checle, Ide thought 'thad:bin a Pie to. -- + 


cond 
. The fourth difh of Cheeſe, though rother were. 
Yor this all Foul, all Fat, none Lean, ' (done, 


As wild Ducks, Wood-cocks, and Larks, fo well- 


You'd ſwear*twere not Cheeſe, but foul ev/ry one. 
6, Now 
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6. Now God to ble{s our good Benefaftors both 
T hat gave us ſuch Cheeſe, firſt Bojl'd in broth, ; \ 
The next Roſt, then Bak'd, then Roſt agen to, 
None tolſted, as the Welchmen uſes to do. 


Sat 


..- The Welchmans Wong his Miftris, 


To the Scotch Tune as above. 


I. Hinkin was tell Hur ſorrowtul tale, 
Of Hur pright Pigsnie live in Wale ; 


-How Hur was t'3 Guenith a Wooing Ride, 


With Hur prave Puckler and Swerd by hur ſide. 


2, Firſt, Hur was take Hir by the white hand, 
And lead Hur over the Mountain land, 

Which Hur Couſin Shinkin, ap Morgan, ap Shone, 
Was tery well kenow was all hur owne. 


3. Then Hur was Sing Hur a Wiſlom Song, 
Was make in Loxdon creat while agone 

Of Hur Puty pright, but Guenith was ſcorn, 
That Sbinkin with Loye was quite torlorn. 


4, Then Hur was call for Welch Harp, to try 
To pay fore Gyenich Melpdiouſly,, - 
But Huys was greeve, cauſe Guenith was chide, 
That Shinkin with Loye was almoſt died. _* 
p | $, Then 
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©, Then Hur was dance a'Corants to, -* | 

Was learn in London pig while ago, 

But Hur was flight itil all Shinkins art, 

That Shiakin for Love was preak' her heart. 


$5. Laſt Hurwasreckenihtir Pettigree teue,,'' ; 
f1nm Shinkin, ap Thomas, ap Kees, ap Hugh, 
Buc (-renith was Cry, and\trom hur was flew, 


So Hur was-pid Cruel Euenitbadew. ' +, : 


. £* 
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The Tnmcent Girles Reweng'd, 
A Song and true Story. 
T. to anc. Nelly together, 
Did both of *em tancy Will, «©5© , 


Yet Willy regarded neither, PSs. 
But Courted his Molly ſtill, 75 


Yet Willy they ſay,  * de 

Did keeps Inlay, — ' *© 517 Bn 
And privately call'd*em his dear, * 

And 7:nny and Wo A oy 

The Truth ro tell ye, 


Did both of 'em make hiln g60d chear 2” 


2. To day wou'd WillytoJinmy'go;- * 
O'th morrow with Nelly wou'd'bep!!:.1 

Bur neither o'th Girles did ever know _ 
That he with both was ſo free 
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For Finny did think 
She was at the brink 
Of Marriage with Willy alone, 
. And Nelly likewiſe, 
Did always ſurmiſe, 
That ſhe ſhould have Willy or none. 


Z. Finny ſometimes to Willy gave 
A Favour, and Gloves,, or Rings, 
And Nelly wou'd always ready have 
The like, or ſome other things, 
Bur what ere he got, 
He kept not 4 1ot,' 
Bur gave 'em to Molly at Night, 
That Willy and Molly, 
Did laugh at the folly 
Of Jimny and Nelly out-right. 


4- Bur Molly wow'd ſtill be. prating, 
As Women are uſe to ds, 
And ſpoke of the Laſſes.,treating 
Of #illy, and preſents ta, 
And how he gave her 
The Rings and Favors, 
That they had preſented to Will, 
And then by your Leaves, © 


They .laught,.in (their ſleeves; _. 


That Laſles.ſhou'd e're be. fo filly. ., 
6. But now I muſt tell you. the knack owt; 
. To Finy and Neth *twas known, © 


That 
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That Molly did uſe to crack one 
In ſeveral places in Town, 
Bur Nell on her Breſt, 
Did ſee at a Feaſt 
The Favour to Willy the gave, 
And Jeu likewiſe, 
On her finger eſpies 
The Ring ſhe'd giv'n to the Knave. 


6. Then Finyy and Nelly acquainted 
Some friends of theirs. that were come; 
And told how their credits were tainted 
By Will and Mell in the Room, 
Then they by a Wik, 
Did #:ly beguile, 
And got him into a yard by, 
And ſo they mumpt him, 
For ſoundly they pumpt him, 
Until he for pardon did cry. 


7. Then Moll did kick and fling to, 

' And furwd like a furmety por, 

So from her they took the Ring to, 

And what of theirs ſhe had gor, 

Then out they pull'd her, 
And preſently cool'd her, 

For under the Pump they plac'd her, -. .:. 
And when they had done, 
They bid her,-go. home, 

And brag how much they had grac'd her. 


A Song 
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A Song to the of Figure Dance at Mr. Yau $ 
Ball in Feb. 92. 


I. oo Lads and Laſſes, 
And haſten your paces, 
For this isa merry Dancing day; . 
'T is May- Day you know 
And the Clock has ftruck Two 
And now the Pix er begins ro Play.” 
' The May-Pole' Ss ſeated, 
And Bower's compleated)” 
With Cakes and Ale attending, 
And Cream and Cheeſe-cakes, WT 
With Sider and Biskets, | 
Andall of the Pariſhes ſending. | | | 


2. My Lord and Lady: 
Have long been ready, 

And both of*m deckt as fine as oY be; 
So rich on my word ' 


He looks likea Lord, / © 2 
And ſhe's as tihe as a Bartlemew Baby.” 

She is dreſs'd to Gay 

50 Won I 


With that ſhe hys' othvat geche; "M | 
And likewile is he -: 
As Galfaiit lhe, 

With His' new faſhibnBarand Feather.” 
v7 Þ Z. There, by 


s 
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3. There's Fobx a the Mill to, 
With Foana the Hill to, 
Have both been there an hour ago @ 
And Wil of the Beli to 
With high dancing Nel to 
And clad in their beſt Apparel to. 
And George a the green, 

Is there to be ſen, 
Together with cherry cheekt Heſter 3 
And Betty and Richard, 

With dainty tine Bridget 
Who came with her capering eſter. 


4. Then for our-Town hey, 
They every one cry, 

And each did take his Laſs by th hand ; 
And about they go 
The Green too and fro, 

And round the May- pole : then make a ſtand, 
So the Piper then | 
Fell to it agen, 

And Selenger*'s Round did Play %um, 
And to it they went, 
They wereall ſo'bent, 

The Devil a one could fray 'um. 


— 
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| 5s. And ſo they continue 

| With all their Retinue, ; 

| Until they were tir'd with ;Dancing 
The Piper likewiſe,  ..,,; 
Cou'd ſcarce keep his eyes 


quite3 
I&28 
** Open, 
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Open, for playing from morn till nighe, 
Then bey for the Ale 
And Cakes they do call, 

And down in the Bowers they ſet *em, 
And when rhey had done, 
Then eyery one, 

Away to their homes did get 'em. 


Mo — — 


A Song on the Morris at Mr, Youngs Ball, 
And to that Twne. 


4 Pretty Ladies on a day, 
Did go abroad a Maying, 
And on the gentle graſs they lay, 
Till the Fidler fell a Playing.. 
Then in a trice 
They all did rife | | 
With every one a Feather, 
And hand in hand 
They made a ſtand 
Four and four together. 


2. Then every one be ah to meet 
And tim'd the Rule truly, ; 
And with their pretty nimble fee - 
Did keep their meaſures duly. 
Then all came out, 
- And Danc'd. about, 
And. fixt into a figure, 


nd | 
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And ſo began 


The Morris than 
With pretty might and vigour. 


3. And fir't fair T. D. did begin, 
VVhoſe dancing ſcarce has fellow, 
And Lovely 5. B. follow'd in 
VYhoſe dreſs was comly yellow. 
Then pretty L1 
Tript out and in, 
And footed it moſt neatly ; 
And witty Sm 
did Jikewiſe with 
The reſt do all compleatly. 


4. Then ftrait-limb'd Gr.wheel'd about 
Her pretty La. to greet ſti]] 
Who in no figure was out 
Bur handſomly did meet ſtill. 
' Then airy Ma 
Got credits Badpe, 
By'r true and lofty m-aſure 3 
She well did do, 
And ſo did to 
Pretty lively L----r. 


5. Thus have you heard the Morris our, 
Though none were fo oth crew then 
They prettily did turn about 
Ande'ry one danc't true then. 
C And 
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And at the Jaſt, 
Bur not too fait, 
They made their Honors neat]y ; 
And who can ſay 
That very day 
But all was done complearly ? 


On hu Valentine, 


F I may claim my own , than you are mine 

Throughout this year to be my Valentine 3 - 
But you perhaps may brand me with the Name 
Of Impudent'; but Madam, know the blame; 
Is notin me; for *twas a chance of mine 
That drew your ſelf to.be my Valentine :. , 
Therefore 1f you will needs diſpleaſed be, - 
You muſt with chance be angry : not with me. 


ee ee ————_— 
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I. lt thy Coate -Pagey, 
Kilt it to thy knee , 

Change thy mind dear hunny, 

And gang along wi” me. 


It 
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But Iſe not kilt my Coate, 
Nor Ie not change my. boone 3 
Nor Iſe not kiſs no Lads 
Tall 1/il ccoms to T cone. 


2. Change thy mind ſweet Paggy, 
For I/:ly Leov's not thee ; 

To Leove, and not Leove agen 
Is a fooliſh tantahte : 

T pratiee ſweet Leove be waiſe, 
And well adviſed be, 

And quickly kilt thy Coate 
And gea alaug with me. 


3. There's nothing can withſtand - 
A willing ſetled moind, 
There's neither Sea nor Land , 
Shall make me ſtay behind ; 
But the ſteans that lye in Fields 
' My pillows needs muſt be, 
But, O mine can ſweer J/illy 
Tſe long to Ligg with thee. 


A New Catch. 


Ethat Marries a Girle that's fair, 


= 2 


If he be aCuckold, he needs not di 
He may be ſav'd without a Prayet 


For the ſins of his Wite ſhall ſave him. 
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But he that Marries an ugly Whore, 
And takes a Wench on another ſcore , 
May ſay his Prayers ore and o're , 

But at length the Devil will have him. 


2 
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The Ola and Decrepit Beggers Weddingy 


Hilom there was an Aped Begger Old, 
In his life full fourſcore Winters told ; 
His Head all frozen, Beard long, white as ſnow, 
With a ſtatfs propp. uneath elſe might he go 
With bleared eyne, all parched dry and coid 
With ſhaking-Palſey, lictle could he hold: 
His Cloaths ſo tatter*d, for they were ſo worn, 
Older than he, in many pieces torn ; 
Th2 ſubtleſt eye,and prying'ſt brain, thoſe ſeen, 
Both could not gueſs what ſtuff*r hadever been : 
On's Cloak more ſeveral patches there did ſtick, 
That labour'd Algebras with all his Magick, | 
Could once tell how tp number ; and was tuller 
Then was the Rainbow of each various colour : 
But not ſo freſh : ſo faden when they were ſeen, 
T hat none could gueſs, which red, *which blew, 
(which green, 
His Turf-houſe lean'd to an old ſtump of Oak, 
A hole a.top there was to void the ſmoke : (fed, 
Cover'd with ſtoln boughs, which could not be 
But by his daily begging, daily Bread : ”% 
cre 
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There on a little bench P11 leave him then, 
Wichin a while Pl] ſpeak of him agen. 


Another Begger-woman;, a little ſunder'd 

From | 9/orws all theTown ſaid was a hunderd: 
Toothleſs ſhe was, nay worn were all her gums, 
And all her tingers too were worn to thumbs : 
Wrinkles, deep graves to bury all delight, 

Eyes new ſunk holes ; little ſhe had of ſight : 
Little could ſpeak, as little Senſe could tell, 
Seldom ſhe heard, ſomrimes the great Town<bell. 
A long forgettulneſs her Legs had ſeiz'd, 

For many yeats her Crutohes had them eas'd. 
Cloths, thouſand rags tore with the wind and wea- 


_ (ther, 
Her Houſe-wifry long ſince bad ſow'd together. 
No livelyhood, but Charity grown cold, 
As ſhe was this, more than her years made old. 


In a hot Summers day, they out did creep, 
Inlivened juſt like flyes, for elſe they ſleep : 
Creeping at laſt, each one to other get 

Lowſing each other, kindly thus they met : 
Apolle's Maſtet- piece ſhining did aim 

To light dead aſhes ſparks : not make a flame. 
To ſtir up Nature in 'em now ſo cold, 

And whither Crpid dwells in them who are old? 
Now heat and kindneſs made him try to kiſs her, 


| Her palfiec-head fo ſhak'd he ſtill did miſs her : 


C 3 He 
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He thought of modeſty, ſhe *gainit her will 
Striving to pleaſe him, could not hold ic itill : 
She mumbled, but he could not underſtand her, 
But cry'd {weet Hero, T'le.be thy Leander: : 
She ſaid before we met,-cold as a iftone is, 
T was : but now am Ven, thou Adonis, Þ» 
Such heights of patlions, Love had brought theſe 
v, (two, 
As youngeſt Lovers, when they gin too wao : 
For Cupids reign o'te Mankind 1:11 will have, 
He governs trom the Cradle to the Grave : 
Their vertues ſuch, not fin; yet would not tarry, 
So heated, vow'd a contract then to Marry : 
This Marriage now divulg'd was every where 
To Neighbour Beggars ; Beggars far ani! near. 
The day appointed, 'and the Marriage fet, 
Tie lame, the blind,the deaf, they all wet e, met. 
Such throngs of Beggars, Women, Children ſeen, 
Muiterd all on the Town's fair graſſy green : 
The Bridegroom led between two lame men fo, 
Becauſe our Bridegroom faſt he coull notgo : 
The Bride was lel by Blindmen, cloſe behind, 
Becauſe you know that Love is alwayes blind. 
The Hedge-Prielt then,which they did with them 

| (bring, 
Marry'd them both with an old Curtain Ring. 
No Father there was faund, or could be ever, 
She was ſo,o1d, that there was none to givc her ; 
With acclamations now of louder joy, 
Pray'd Hymen Priapus to ſend a Boy 

To 
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To ſhew a miracle in vows moſt deep, —*, 
The Pariſh ſwore their Children all to keep. 
Then Zom a Bedlam wound his hern'; at belt 

Their Trumpet, now to bring away the Feaſt, . 

Picked Marrow-bones they'd found: lately-in thy 

os 39G; © 1 2.5.9 i(ltreer, 

VVith-Carrots , kickt out of Kennels OE theif 

ASYOS 7 t ; 11g 12 fer : 


\ Cruſts gather'd up, for bisket *'twas ſodry'd 


As tft lain in Alms-Tuhs long; and mote befide : 
Many ſuct-dithes had, but yet *twould camber, 
Any to name them ; more than I can number: . | 
Then came the Banquet,” that muſt never fail ,/ 
Which the Town gave ;''that's white-bread, and 
=» | (ftrong Ale; 
Each was ſo Tipſie that they could hot gs;” ' 
And yet would dance, end cry for Mufick ho : 
Grid-irons & Tongs,with Keys they:plaidor to, 
And blindmen fung to them, as us'd to do : 
Some that were there, on hollow ſticks did 
LL '1 (ſound, 
And ſo melodioufly they play'd a round: 
Lame men, lame Women,, mingled cry;d advance, 
Ando all limping Fovialiy-did Dahee: i” | 
The Deatmen to, for they muſt not forbear, *-_ 
When,they ſaw. this, although they, could not 
EO EEE LOSE on Co 
Which was their happineſ3':* now to AL. 
Of Bridegroom brought the' Bride; each Drunk 
_ . | | ' (as'Moute. 
E"£ No 
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No room for aty bur them two they ſaw , 

So laid them down in Bed of trether it raw ; 

Then took ther leaves, put out the ruſhy light, 

Bur they themſelves did revel all the night: 

The Bridegroom bufles now, k1ſt,and faid friend, 

But when he kiſt, thought *twas at t*other end ; 

He cry d her mercy, ſaid he could not look 

It was ſo dark, and thought he had miſtook : 

No faid the Bride moſt ſweetly then y*are right, 

As if our Taper here were burning bright : 

They buſt, and kiſt, and buſt agen. and kiſt, 

And ſhe though Palſy head, it ſeldom miſt; 

They both now filld with Ale, brains in't did 
(ſteep 

So Arms in Arms, our Lovers fell aſleep ; 

So, for the will, though nothing elſe indeed 

To Love, the Beggars built a Piramide. 


— -_ 


The Epilogue tothe Beggars Wedding, 


722 Beggars Trade, I've ſerv'd 2 Prertiſhips, 
For which I know I've taſted ſeveral whips : 
Give your advice, d'ye think I now am made 
Free o'th' Beggars Company, and the Trade : 
My mind in ſecret to your ear I ſpeak, 

Is ſuch, as.I am ſure I ſhall not break, 

Unleſs in ug when no meat[l get, 

When Belly-rimber wants, 'twill make one fret. 
For 
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For otherwiſe, when abroad I lead my Scorte, 
We each may ſay, Omnia mea, mectim porra, 

And being Philoſophers, there's none will ſcant 
Their pitrance to us, that we ne r ſhall want, 
Then letBoreas burſt his cheeks, anth' Sea roqr, 
The Beggars bark can ne'r be tumbled or : 
What fitter ſubje& for my Muſe can be, 

Than make Delcriptions of our company 3 

But being in haſt, and for ſome cauſes vext 

F1l ceaſe : and happily may ſay more th” next, 


For the Beggats theam too well my fortunes fit; 
My Fancy's beggarly too, faith and ſo's my wir. 


Wo Lords,4 Knights,3 Squires,andT the leaft, 
My kind Friend Willy bids unto his feaft , 
Where was both fiſh, and fleſh, and alt ſuch cates 
Which men are wont to have, that feaſt greac 
(ſtates, 
To pay for which next day he ſold his Nag, 
Of whoſe ſwift pace, he uſed much to brag : 
Well, I'tl ne's care for red and fallow Deer, 
It that a Horſe ſo Cookd, make fo good cheer- 


A Soug! 
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I. Is true fair Phillz. heretofore 

[ your Beauty did adore, 
And gave my Captive heart a-prize 
To, the conqueſt of your eyes. 


"9 But ſince that you ſo cruel Drove, 
To reje& my cnaſteſt love, 

AndYQo wound me'by diſdain, 

Give n me back my heart again. 


Z4 i; Alchough, I'm. ſure I cannot be 
Coptepted with my-liberty 3 _ | 
I amn;refblyed to ſubmig at; 

Xogondold Sack to, cherriſh it,. . . | 
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"0, his Pro but SPY, Air | 
O per jur®d Wretch, women Þ'1! court no more 
Since Delia talſe doth prove , who always 
(ſwore 
In true affe&ion ſhe would conſtant prove 3 
Yet now forgets mine, tor anothers love : 


Now 
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Now every feature which appear*d to me 

S beautitul, is meer deformity 3 

Her face which heretofore Angels cutride, 

Is Leprous with her falſhood, and her pride : 
Then ſince no conſtancy in Women can 

Be found : PFll make my-Amours to a man. 
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A Song. 


+. F Dye, and yet I dare not ſpeak 
| To her who doth my paſſion niove, 
This thought alone my heart doth break, 
To know I dare not own my Love. 


When e'r I ſee her charming eyes, 

[ ſtraight become her Sacrifice : 

She's tair, which makes me doubt ſhe'-prove 
So cruel to rejet my -loye. | 


2, Upon this Altar of my heart 


Love's pure, and chaſteſt flames do burn, | 
When Love and Death ſhall a&t their part, _ 


Ifſhe but Took within my Urn. 


Engraven on my heart, fſhe'l ſee 
The Idea of her my Deitie, 

My Epitaph ſhall be my fate, 
My Love made me unfortunate. 
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(18 The Jealous Girl miftaken, in 8 Dialogug between 
: Menalcas 8rd Licoris; 


{ 
| ll Is Ere, here, my fair Licers, 
; Sit thee down thy weary*'d Limbs to reſt; 
1107 Where cron Violets {o like thy ſelf, 
| | Have made for thee a Nelt. 


Graſs for our Sheep here ſtcre is, 

And a ſhade the Sun can ne'r infeſt 
[/}' As dark and gloomy, as the greif 
Wherewith thou ſeenr'it ſo ſore oppreft. 


[4s Now. Jet me know - | 
Il The cauſe of thy dear Woe, 
7 Whoſe precious Food | 
Is of thy Tears and Blood ; 
And for whoſe nouriſhment, 
Thy ſelf thou near haſt ſpent. 


2. Menalcas doſt thou ask it, | 
'. Need theroot inquire what Fruit it beats; 
Thou wer*t the Spring of all my Joys 
And Foenntain Art of all my Tears. 


|: Therefore do no more Mask it, 
|» !  Pitty Friend worſe then true ſcorn appears 
| * TI hſhortly ſhall be gone, and with me yours, 
| And your Faith Phillis fears. 
'Tis 


en 
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'Tis ſhe Falſe man, 
Makes me ſo pale and wan, 
So ſorrow ſlain, . 
Wich that ſhe wept amain, 
And hung her gentle head 
Like to a Lilly dead. 


3. Wirh that the Shepheard moved 

Both his eyes and hands to Heaven, he heay'd 
His ſpotleſs taith he vow'd, and ſhe 

Alas unhappily deceav'd. 


That he ne'r Pb:llis Loved 
More then ripe ears do love, the ſtormy wind, 
But in Licor# all his hopers | 
Eternally ſhould be conftin'd. 
Quorth ſhe, fie, fie, 
Add no more perjury, 
I ſaw the Band 
Of our true Loves on her hand. 
The Ring I thee firſt gave 
Sav'd thy life, and dig'd my grave. 


4. With that the Shepheard ſmiled 
In his heart, np that he could untie 
With ſo much eale, the knot of poor 


Licoris headleſs Jealouſic- 
My Life thou art bepuiled 
Quoth the Swain, with that the Ring pull'd out 
Yet ſeeming reaſon ſome there was 
For this, thy but too loving doubt 


For 
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For Corydon, 
By thy Ring made her one 
Like as the Lambs 
Miſtaken by their Dams ; 2 
Bur this is thine, and I | 
More for it till I die, 


s, Long ſate the Girl aſhamed, 
Till at laſt, about his Neck ſhe ſtole 
Her Arm, then Venus belt a better 
Cord to hold a wavering Scul. 


Her Jealouſie ſhe blamed, 
In his breſt ſhe hid her baſhful hows d, 
And whiſper'd to his heart, that if 
He lov'd her not, ſhe was but dead, 
That no man #«e 
To her was halt ſo, dear, 
His Pardon pray'*d, 
Yer being ſore atraid 
To looſe ſo ſweet a friend, 
Had almoſt wrought her end. 
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6. Menalcss then embrac'd . her, 
Proteſting that he lov'd her well before, 
But now he vow'd that nought but. -, 
Death ſhquld ever part 'em more. 
Now he in's heart had plac'd her, 
Cauſe ſhe for love ob him was brought fo wow, 
There's nought but too niuch love :I-tinid _ © 7 
Has wrought Licory overthrow. . 


For 
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For Jealouſhe, | 
There's no man can deny, 
Though grown a weed, 
Bur to come of noble ſeed. 
And no where to be found 
But in Loves richeſt ground. 


On his Beauciful' Miftriſs, | -*- 
To my M. B. quinteſcence of Beauty, © 
[ John Thump «ves preſent my duty, © . 


Y deareſt Mardlin, dain me at this time,  -, 
Thy incomparable parts to blaze in Coat 
| rImg, 
That all hereafter which ſhall hear thy Story, 
Will ſay that *tis to thy Immortal glory : 
O thou that able art to take to task all, | 
Pox, what will rime to that? Iam a Raſcal _, 
If I know. *tis no matter, but for thy credit 
Pve ped a Poem ; Prethee tak't and iead it; . *. 
Thou needſt not be aſham'd of*t, for it raiſes :; 
Trophies as high as Maypoles to thy. praiſes © 
And firſt in order, it thy head doth handle, I 
That's more obicular thana Quadraigle, ,, ; , 
Ofth' top of which doth grow a tuft of treſſes, 
Winter her ſelf array*d in her hoary drefles ; _ 
| ay 
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Nay a froſt looks not more lovely,thy brows truly 
Have larger furrows then a field plow'd newly. 
Thine eyes,hey eyes! Pam now ſo full of clinches! 
Are not ſunk iutou thy head, *bove 16. Inches 
From whence diſtilling, gently there doth ſtream 
Two Rivers of whey mixt with curded Cream. 
Thy ears are like two pouches which do hang 
(byth” ſide 
Ofa Brawny Ale-wife, when they are not tide. 
Strait as a Ramshorn is thy Noſe, more Marrow 
Lies in rhy Noſtrils then will fill a Barrow ; 
And at thy lip, to make it Ornamental, 
Hangs down 7» Jewel of Snot moſt Oriental, 
The bright gold and thy hai is of one colour, 
But it compar'd with thee, that's the Quller; 
=y lips are white as Tallow, never man did 
Buſs ſweeter things, ſure they'r Sugar-candid ; 
And that i'th* Winter, ſhe may be free from harm, 
They'r thatcht with hair ſweet Soul to Keep her 
al ©, 
Her Teeth more comly then two durty rakes 
Her Breath is ftronger then a dozen Jakes are- 
A fig for all Perfumes, a fart for Roſes, (NolEs, 
Smelt men but thee, they'd wiſh themſelves all 
Thy Voice is Muſical, and ſweet and fine is 
As any Heg, or Hag, that ninety nine js, 
And when thou talk*ſt, as if thou wert the wonder 
Of Women kind, thou art as ſtill as Thunder ; 
And then for thickneſs *bout thy lovely waſte, 
Thou'rt larger then a Cow is when thou'rt lac'd, 


Thy 
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Thy Butt----- = and rhe faſhion are fo all one, 

That I'd a ſwore thou hadit a Fardingal on. 

Thy Thighs are like two Py\s that bear a Wind- 
(mill up, 

Whoſe Sails are turn'd by tt'wind that comes trom 
(the top. 

Thy Legs are Badger-like, and go as even 

As do Iambick Verſe, or ſplay-legg'd Steven. 

And where ſhe was born, that you may not be miſ- 

| (ta'en, 

You'll find by her Legs her Birth was Crooked Lene. 

Andnow I am come to thy Foot, where I do 

Proſtrate my ſelf with rev'rence to thy Shoe ; 

Which tor Antiquity never a jot behind is 

Tom Coriats, that travelPd both the Indies. 

Thy Feet indeed, and I commend thee fort, 

Are lovely thick, and excellently ſhort : 

She needs muſt dance well, I do long to leet, 

She keeps her Toes out ſo, and her Heels do meet. 

For thy ſweet ſake IT will go down to Pluto, 

And in thy quarrel beat him black and blew too ; 

And leſt Sir Cerberus ſhould be too Juſty, 

[ havea Loafwill hold him play : tis cruſty. 

F' 11 have the Dey't back with me in a Snaffle, 

For in that kind I ſcorn to have a battle. 

And foT take my leave, my deareſt Pumkin, 

And when I meet thee next, Þ11 kiſs thy----- hand, 
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A Catch : By Wine, Ale, and Beer, © 


I, 


Wine, I Jovial Wine exhiilerate the heart. 
Beer. March-Beer is Drink for a King. 


Ale, But Ale, bonny Ale,with Spice anda Toaſt, 
In the Morning's a dainty thing. 


Chorus. Then let us be merry, waſh ſorrow away, 
Wine, Beer and Ale ſhall be drunk to day. 
-M 
Wine. TIGenerous Wine am for the Court. 
Beer. TheCity calls for Beer : 


Ale, But Ale, bonny Ale,like a Lord of the Soil, 
In the Countrey ſhall domineer. 


Chorus, Then let us be merry, waſh ſorrow away, 
Wine, Beer and Ale ſhall be drunk to day. 


The 


ſt, 


LY, 


he 
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The Wretched Lover, A Song. 


| 


Q% how I wretched Lover proftrate lie, 
Bound in your Chains, and yet at _— : 
Striving the Tyes which hold me to unfold 3 
They being tangled, me the ſtraighter hold. 


2. 


The Beams ſhot from your Eyes do me inflame, 
From thence I burn : O that you felt the ſame } 
And whilſt I ſtruggle to evade the fire, 

It ſti!l is blown up by my vain defire. 


3, 


I'm like a Ship which in a Storm is toſt, 6-7 
Fearing on Rocks each moment to be loſt : 
It ſtrives unto the Haven to attain, 

But is by adverſe VVinds blown back again. 


4. 


Thus in Love's Labrinth do I run about; 
And find no way by which I may get our. f 
Lend me the Clue ; bur if you that deny, 
Then come your ſelf, and ſtay eternally. 
D 2 A 
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A Catch to Cupid, 


N vain, O mighty God of Love, 
Thou ſhoor'lt thy Arrows from above ; 
And with thy too imperious Dart 
Doſt hit my Phillz frozen Heart : 
For as a ſtrong and well-built Wall 
Doth back return the Tennis-Ball ; 
So doth her Adamantine-Heart 
Reverberate thy Fiery Dart. 


Oz a Rhodomontade. 


Ortune, the Mother of Inconſtancie, 
Doth pride her {elf that ſhe may conſtant be 

To me, whoſe Breath can whirl her Wheel abour, 
And with a look can put the Gods in doubt. 
I with a word the Sun in's full carreer 
Can ſtop, and th' Heavens on my Shoulders bear. 
I from fierce Thundring Fove can's Scepter take, 
And with a frown can make Black Pluto quake. 
I hopping'Falcan from his Fiery Cave 
Can drag,. and make him to become my Slave. 
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I with one fingle word int? Attoms can 
Diſpatiate, and turn the Stouteſt Man 

Into a Chaos : I the Univerſe 

Can change, and the Decrecs of Fate reverſe. 


Toa Handſome Lad), being accounted Light ; Exs 
horting her to change her Life. 


MAE Whoe'er looks on your radiant Eyes, 

Struck with the Beams, he falls, and pro- 
(ſtrate lies : 

And being deeply wounded with the Dart, 

Straight for a Victim offers up his Heart: 

But riſing, he his Errour ſoon doth ſee; 

Becauſe your Form and Virtues Gifapree. 

Your Beauty makes him ready to adore; 

Your Vices to deteſt that which betore 

He honour'd ſo : So that you do create 

At once a Subje for his Love and Hate. 

Was but your Beautie deckt with Chaſtitie, 

Then TI ſhould think you were ſome Deitie. 

Bur *tis in vain to (peak, I clearly ſee 

That two ſuch Gifts can in no Woman be : 

Then now your ſelf more thar, a Woman prove, 

By being fair, to fly all diſſolute Love, 
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On a Fiſher that loſt his Prey, his Antle breaking, 


N vain the Fiſher ſtrikes, and tries his Skill 
Upon the fooliſh Fiſh, that he may kill ; 
Butrather Arms with Craft the ſilly Fiſh, 
To flic his Bait, and ſo avoid his Diſh. 
VVhen being unexpert he doth compoſe 
His Angle ſlightly, and his Prey doth loſe, 


A Sons againſt a Single Mifteſs, 


I. FOAin would I love my Detia two days more. 
| She kiſſes ſweetly, and ſo nimbly ſtir'd ; 
And he that loves his Miſtreſs or a VVhore 
Above two days, let him be hang*d the third. 
Two days again is Phyſick ; ſo long ſhe 
That's attcr poyſon, may prove nealth to me. 


2. WhatdidI ſay? Two days ? Idid repent 
As of my doating and intemperate ſtay ; 
In ſhorter time my doating may be ſpent, 
For Venus ſelf it ſcems, try*d but a day. 
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But ſhe who this day may be true to me, 
To morrow I may find in Bed with the, 


Tis not the Number nor Plurality 
That ſwells the ſin, or greater makes the ſhame. 
neas an hundred is Adultery, 
Though change the Perſon, yet the ſin's the ſame. 
To kiſs a hundred Whores is no more Crimes 
Than *tis to kiſs one Whore a hundred times. 


4. Born under ſome i111 Planet, or accurſt, 

Sure is that Man that loves one ſingle VVhore, 
And with one drink does always quench his thirſt, 
And loves one ſingle Miſtreſs, and no more. 
There's no more Curſe, nor other torments heve, 

Nor greater Plague, than love one Whore too dear. 


On a Maid that dyd for Lowe, her Parents 
not arvins Conſent, 
E that would write an Epitaph for thee, 
Muſt be a Lover, yet from Love be free. 
If not a Lover, bow can he expreſs 
In lively Lines the ſum of thy diſtreſs. 
Andifin Love, then every word and verſe 
Doth unts him his Deſtinie rehearſe : 
Then every ſtroke his nimble Pen doth pive, 
Doth wound his heart, & teach him how to live. 
D 4 A 
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A Quill pluck'd from tierce Cupids Wing muſt be 
His Pen, his Ink muit come from Aganipe : 

How can his Eyes be dry, when hedoth tell 


That from thine Eyes great Showers have on. 
| fell. 


A Song. Tn a Dialogue between Palemon 
and Corrinna. 


1. Pal. Orrinna, Prethee tell me why 
That all do love, but thee andT : 

Sureat our Birth 'tis very plain 

Some inauſpicious Star did reign. 


2. Cor. No, no, Palegmor, thou'rt the Cauſe ; 
'Tis thou haſt broken Cupid's Laws : 

His Laws did ne'er force Women ſo, 

Tolove Men whe'r they wou'd or no. 


3. Pal. Is thata force, to cringe and pray, 
And Treat you Nobly every day ? 

Had you at firſt not thought it meet, 

Why did y? accept a ſecond Treat ? 


4. Cor, Fie, fie, Palemon ; now y? are more 
Miſtaken, than you were before : 


2N 
1. 
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Eor 'tis not twenty Treats that can 
Oblige us Women t love a Man. 


Pal. What is it then will make you love? 


P11 fetch't from Hell, or Heavenabove. 
Aſſiſt me now in this diſtreſs, : 
Ill own you for my Patronels, 


6. Cor. If Women love. it muſt be theſe 


Particulars which follow, pleaſe : 
Firſt, He mutt be of proper ſize, 
Which often does attrad& our Eyes. 


7. Then muſt he have a handſome face, 
Good Meen, good Wir, and comely Grace. 
Pance well, and havean excellent Voice : 
Theſe, theſe confirm us in our choice. 


8. Beſidesall theſe, he likewiſe muſt 
Have that on which we both may truſt, 
A great Eſtate, with City and 
Country-houſe, both at Command. 


9. But faith of theſe you have bur one, 
That's good Eſtate ; *twont do alone. 
This my Advice doth far excel 

Thoſe Treats of yours, and ſo farewel. 
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A Juſt, True, and Honourable Deſcription of 
MARRIAGE, 


Of of ſtark love and kindneſs, and arrant de- 
(votion, 
Of MarriageT ll give this galloping Notion: 
*Tis the bane of a]! Bus'neſs,the end of all Pleaſure, 
The conſumption of Youth, VVit, Vertue, and 
(Treaſure. 
"Tis the Rack of our Thoughts, the Night- Mare 
| (of Sleep, 
That calls us to work before the day peep. 
That bids 1s make Brick without Stubble or Straw, 
A Wife has no ſence of Conſcience or Liw. 
It you muſt be tor fleſh, take the way that is noble, 
In a genercis Wench there's nothing ot trouble: 
You kiſs and you clip, ſtay, do what you pleaſe, 
And the worit you can fear is but a Diſeaſe ; 
And Diſeaſes, you know, may hope to be curd, 
But the Torment of Marriage can ne'er be endur'd. 


0; 
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On a Young Lady in Love nith a Married Man; 


Riſe, fond Beautie, cait thoſe thoughts away, 
To love in vain, "tis ne'er the near, they ſay. 
Your Gallant, who already marr!'d is, | 
Can make of You no other but a Miſs. 
Certainly, Madam, Cupid's very blind 5 
If not, to You I'm ſure he proves unkind, 
Which forceth You to be in love with one 
Who lets You ſigh and languith all alone. 
Madam, it troubles me both Night and Day, 
That You ſhould love ſo ſtrangely out o'th' way: 
[ do adviſe You, Lady, ceaſe Your Suit, 
And don't deſire *t ; You haply elſe may rue't, 
I've trayel'd many Kingdoms o'er and o'er, 
Yer never heard of ſuch a thing before. 
The Face which heretofore did ſhine ſo bright, 
And did abound with raviſhing delight, 
Is of a ſudden both grown pale and wan, 
And all forſooth is for a Marri'd Man. 
O Love! O Love! If &er thou'It eaſe a Heart, 
Free this Poor Lady : let him feel the ſmart : 
If not, make her to ſcorn his cruel Soul, 
As much as he o'er her does now controutl : 
And ſo for ever thou wilt counted be 
A God of Juſtice and of Equitie. 
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Or his Beautiful Miſtreſs. 


T. Ow guide my hand, you Gods that are 
(above, 

To blaze the Beautie of my harmleſs Dove, 

With whom I am o'er head and ears in love. 


2. She is ſo beauteous, excellent and rare, 
Theres none with her dares ever to compare 3 
She's Beautie's Queen, and all her Subjedts are. 


3. As for her Hair, it is a lightiſh brown, 
Which,when unti'd, does to her Heels hang down. 
Her Breſts as ſoft as any Thiſtle-down. 
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4, Her Eyes as ſparkling are as any fire, 
Which darts into my Bret a freſh delire 
To kiſs her hand, and fo a little higher. | 


5, No Lily can with her white hand compare; 
Her other teatures all ſo curious are, 
That looking on her, I die with deſpair. 
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46. Her Waſte it js ſo pretty and ſo ſmall, 
She is my Sweet, My Honey, Dove, my all : 
And for her height, She's moderately tall, 


7, And for her Humour, Geſture, and her Wit, 
All in one Body ſo profoundly knit, 
Her Equal no where has been found as yet. 


re }; 


wi 8. Her excellent Voice, when ſhe is pleas'd to 
> | 


(ſing, 
Sounds better far than tl” Nightingal Pth?* Spring, 
And with an Eccho makes the Woods to ring. 


9, She's Vertue't ſelf.as all that know her know it; 
Then you will ask me what need I turn Poet, 
And ſtrive with ſimple Poetry to ſhow it ? 


10, If my bad Verſes any one ottend, 
'N. Another Cup of VVine will make me mend 
A!] T have ſaid, but here I'll make an end. 


— — 
— — _— 
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1. FF thou wilt love me, I'l] love thee again, | 
If my Griefs move thee, ll love thy paints 
Tf thou diſdain me, T'l1 die for wo ; 
And if thou flie me, I'll flie thee too. 
For 
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For Love my Breſt hath fill'd with ſuch a fire, 
Thit whatſocer thou wilt, 1s my deſire. 


2. If to hemerrie be pleaſing to thee, 

I'll leave cif ſadneſs, and merrie be : 

If Melanctolie poſſeſs thy heart, 

Then of that ſadnefs I'11 bear a part. 
For Love my Breſt hath ill d with ſuch a fire, 
That whatſocer thou wilt, is my delire, 


3. If thou lov ſt Muſick, I! loveit too; 

If Courtſhip pleaſe thee, T'1l learn to woo : 

If Dancing like chee, I'll learn the ſame, 

And unto that my mind II] frame : 
For Love my Breſt hath filPd with ſuch a fire, 
That whatſoce'er thou wilt, is my deſire. 


4. If thou would'ſt have me near thee it111, 

I always ſhall obey thy will: 

Or if my prefence ſometimes be 

Offenſive, I will fly from thee : 
For Love my Breſt hath fill'd with ſuch a fire, 
That whatſoc'er thou wilt, is my Cehire. 


6s. If thouſt amind a Miſs to be, 

ThenT will be moſt true to thee : 

Or if to Marriage thou'rt inclin'd, 

T quickly then will change my mind : 
For Love my- Breſt hath fill'd with ſuch a Fire, 
That to be cool'd by thee is my deſire. 


On 
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On Captain Hicks his Curioſities of Nature : 
By a Young Lad). 


7] O Art to Nature can be equaliz'd ; 
VVhen tis at beſt, *tis butas Truth difguis'd: 
As Shadows like it doth but repreſent, | 
With all the Skill that Artiſts can invent. 
Wonders of Nature can ne'er be out-done, 
Since they are fram'd by Providence alone. 
Some things tor Service, ſome to pleaſe the ſight, 
Their great Contrivance doth create delight : 
Yet to dull Fancies, moſt ſuch things as theſe 
Are not eſteem'd, and that's it cannot pleaſe. 
So ſtil] *tis Ignorance that denies 'em Worth, 
Nat able to diſcern or ſet them forth : 
Such Rarities I much admire my ſelf, 
Since tis Earth, Air, and VVaters greateſt wealth, 
I ſhould detrad from them, ſhould I but praiſe 
Heavens greateſt Wonders, *mong which I num- 
| (ber theſe. 
Moſt Elements do grace this rare Colle&ion, 
Which Nature hath brought forch to great Per- 
(feQtien : 
And for your trouble, Sir, in gathering of 'em, 
Ingenious Men will praiſe you, and thoſe thac 
love *em. 
VVhoſe 
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VVhoſle great Applauſe you juſtly do deſerve, 
Your time being ſpent Heavens VVonders to pre- 
(ſerve, 
More might be ſaid, all with me will agree, 
Onely the great'ſt defett is in 
KC 


His Arſwer to. Madam E, C. Upon her -Curiou 
Art in Cutting Fgures in Paper ; and other her 
Artificial Curioſities, 


'Ve often read that Art a Hand- maid was 

I Unto Dame-Nature, and not without Cauſe : 

But now I ſee the contrary : for in you 

T find the Proverb can no more be true : 

For you in Art excel Dame Nature ſo, 

That one would think your very Flowers do grow: 

So well they're cut, by your imgenious hand, 

VVhen Curioſces ſee *em, they're at a ſtand; 

And plainly ſay, That fo it cannot be, ' 

By any thing that's humane, but ſome Deitie. 

Nay, Painters do confeſs 'tis done ſo well, 

They rhought 'em natural, onely for the ſme]. 

For Men, Birds, Beaſts, Fiſhes, Trees, Plants, and 
( Flowers, 


Are ſo well cut by that ſame hand of yours, 
That 


Pre- 
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That all do ſtand amaz'd, and plainly ſay, 
You in this Art do bear the Bell away. 
"Tis rare to ſee a Female Herald ; yet you, 
When of your Curtofities I took a view, 
I ſaw ſome Coats of Arms ſo exactly done, 
The Painters Pencils with Sciſfars Y*aveout-gone. 
And painted Paper is the onely Thing, 
With the Clipping Tool, You to life do bring 
To th? Eye thofe things which ſeem inanimate. 
I wiſh deitroying Time may no period (et 
Unto thoſe Eyes and Hands of Yours, which do 
Imploy themſelves to your content, and ours tos. 
P1I fay no more but this, and do deſpiſe 
All flatterie, That had I a thouſand Eies, 
On Your Myſterious Art I would them fix, 
So long as I am calPd 

W, Hicks. 


— — ——— 


Oll bears in one hand fire, water in th'other ; 
Bur in her Chaffindiſh bears both together. 

She's Ambodexter, with both her hands the plays ; 
Yet her Game's ſiniſter, both by nights and days. 
She's won with an Apple, and loſt with a Nut; 
Her Bum is. no Bitbo, and yet it will cut 
As keen as a Razor, that ſhaves away all, 
Though ſhe no ſweet Water hath,nor Barbars Ball. 


E A 
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— 


; Looſe Acquaintance once of me deſir'd 
To paſs my word for Sattin for a Suit ; 
But being Toth to do what he requir'd, 

I of a Conſonant became a Mute : 


Which he took for Conſent, and Sattin got : 
Bur ſeeing him miſtake the Mute ſo much, 

I Silence broke, and told him I would not, 
Unleſs I kept the Stutf that muſt keep touch. 


HadT been bound for one that was ſo looſe, 
I had been gull'd, and pull'd, and made a Gooſe. 


— 


On Fat Peg. 


ME: doth muſe how ſhe ſo fat becomes, 

| That eats but once a day, to wit all day ; 

Her Breſts like Balloons, 8 like Globes hee Bums, 
One ſleep ſerves her all night ; that is to ſay, 


All might ſhe ſleeps, ſhe ſhores, ſhe farts, paſt care, 
Thus fares it with our Margaret, or great Mare.” 


Of 
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Of Lying Robbin; 


| his Lies are not pernicious Lies, 

Bur pleaſant Fiftions, hurtful unto none 
But to himſelf; for no man counts him wiſe, 

To tell for truth that which for falſe is known, 


He ſwears that Gaunt is threeſcore miles about, 
And that the Bridpe at Paris on the Sein, 

Is of ſuch thickneſs, length,6& bredth throughoue, 
T hat ſixſcore Arches can it ſcarce ſuſtain. 

He ſwears he ſaw ſo greata dead mans Skull 

in At Canterbury digg'd our of the ground, 

That would contain of Wheat three Buſhels full. 

And that in Kent are twenty Yeomen found, 


Of which the pooreſt ev'ry year diſpends | 
Five thouſand pounds, Theſe & a thouſand mo 


y; Soothe hath recited to his Friends, 
ms, That now himſelf perſwades himſelf *tis fo. 
) But why doth Robbin tell his Lies ſo rife, 


2 Of Bridges, Towns, and things that have no life ? 
e, He is-a Lawyer, and doth well eſpy 
That of ſuch Lies-an Action will not lie. 
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——— x _ LA. EA att oe 4 


Faults tn Foreheaas. 


F each ones Faults were in his Forehead wric, 
Lives onely would be read, thereſt rejected. 
Nor Hats nor Bonnets then would eas*ly fir, 
And loweſt forcheads would be moſt reſpe&ed. 
The holy Hermit would be apprehended 
Of Crimes unthought of, till we read *em there: 
Reputed Virgins would, Thirteen once ended, 
In Colours full of Guiltineſs aphear. 
NorT my ſelf that ſhould my ſelf know beſt, 
Nor thou, dear Miſtrefs, be at all exempted ; 
We ſhould be both on many tongues protfeſt, 


\, Thou for thy yielding, I for having tempted: 


But why fhould'ſt thou one fault for me avow ? 
Thy fautls are written in thy Husbands Brow. 


A Scotch Song, 


I, J Needs muſt gang a Wooing, 
I can no longer ſtay : 

For Finny is marr*'d for doing, 

Some Loon will ſteal her away. 
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2. IVVou'd not fora world 
Leuſe her gude companie ; 
For I have guds enough 
To maintain her andT. 


3. A lang long live-long day 
Is aul too little for me 

To reckon up what I ha, 
To derive my Pettigree. 


4. Feth Focky, thou art to bleam, 
I dare both ſay and ſwear ; 
Iſe ne'er come at thee agen, 
Till I know thy guds and thy geer. 


5. I haveanawd Mear of mine awn, 
She's twenty year awd and ſean, 

She coſt me twenty good Placks, 

, And now ſhe's well worth elean. 


6. I have thre: dozen of Buttons, 
Gude Braſs, and all ina ſtring ; 

With a dainty Cale Whittle beſide, 
Anda brave Curtain-Ring, 


7. I ha three ſhoes for a feut, 
And twa o' them want ſoles, 
With a dainty left-feut Beut, 
And thrutteen dozen of holes. 
E 3 8. The 
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8. TheGrains of a Fire Pore in, 
The Rim of a Spinning-Wheel, 

An o1d Huke for an Elſing- Haft, 
A Spindle, a Rock, and a Reel. 


9. TI havea gude Hank of Yarn, 
Tis three year ſince it was ſpun, 

Witha pair of Socks for a Barn, 
And an end of awd Pipe Bum. 


10. My Granny ſhe gave me a Hickle, 
And Jinny, I give it to thee, | 

With hawf of a gude awd Sickle ; 
And tnus Riches run on with me. 


11. A Hook with a Lath in the end, 
In money three Scotch Marks 

On the wedding-day we'll ſpend, 
Or elſe we*ll pawn our Sarks. 


12. We'll ſend for Sir Fobs the Vicar, 
And Meg and Maudlin (une, 

And we'll have Crook Dick the Piper, 
He'll play us a merry tune. 


13. Andnow to the Kirk they are gean 
And Finny has hauſted Fock : ihe 

For the De'il a Sark had Focky, 

Nor finny hadnevera Smock. 


» 


London Drollery. 


14. And our Sir Fobn the Vicar 
Unto the matter did ſay, 

Here 7inny tack thee Focky, 
And gea together gea. 


; 15, And the De'il geawith ye beath, 
And ſend ye mickleſhame, 

ForI ne&er coupled ſike together, 
SinceI to th Kirk firſt came. 


A Song, 
The Tune, Madems farewel. 


I, Y Youth it was free 
From horrour 
And terrour : 
I n&er did agree 
With the Black nor the Fair : 
So ſtubborn I grew, 
I laught at, 
And ſcoff'd at 
Thoſe men that I knew 
Were brought in Loves Snare. 


Nay, more than this, I laugh'd at the pains 


Men took to be wretched,and loaded with chains. 


E 4 


Burt 
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But when I the Charms &@f -my Phila did fee, 7; * 
I reſigi'd up my heart, and refus'd to be tree. 


2. My heart then began 
To be fired 
And mired 
| With Love : Never Man 
Was in Fetters ſo faſt : 
Yet forgot that ſhe was 
A Woman, 
| For no Man 
* Could yet know the Cauſe 
Why their love does not laſt. 
I never conſider'd the Tricks-nor the Art 
She us'd to intangle, and captive each Heart. 
At length I diſcoyer?d, and preſently knew 
That my Phillis was fickle, and could not be true. 


3. TIcurſt my hard fate, 
That taught me 
And brought me 
Into this ſad ſtate, 
Thus to kindlemy flame: 
When I did begin A 
To pauſeon't, ' 
T he cauſe on't | 
T knew it was mine, '- ' 
Not my Phills to blame. 


[ bore ſuch reſpe& to her, that I thoughc 
Whatever ſhe did, *twas I was in fault, 
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Atlength I reſolv*d that I never would be. 
So mad as to love, but wouldever be free. 


The Politick Weading, 


The Tune, Shackle de Hay. : kW 


1. JF Anand Nan were both in love, 
J And often met together ; 


And Wat and Kate did Riyals prove, . .. 


To watch their coming thither : 
For Watty he did fancy Nay, + 
And Katy ſhe was fond of Fan; 

But *twas unknown to either. 


2, Atlaſtit came to Wattys Ear 
That Kate did fancy Fanny ; 

And Katy ſhe did ljikewiſe.hear 
That Pat's in love with Namy : 

And both together did agree 

To ſpoil their former Amitie; . 
But *T was unknown to any. 


3: So Watty did to Fanny go, 


And vow'd he'd be his Friend ſtill, 


By which intrigue he ſtil1did know, 
Whate'er they did intend ſtill. 


- 
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What news ſoever he did know, 
To Katy he would quickly go, 

Or unto her would ſend ſtill. 


| 4+ Poor Fanand Nan were ſadly griev'd? 
To ſee they were betray'd ſtill ; 

They knew not how they were deceiv'd, 
Wat ſo his Plots had laid ſtill. 


They knew it muſt be Wat alone 
That did betray and ſtill make known 
What e'er they did or faid ſtill. 


5. So both together laid a Plot 
To frame a Quarrel neatly, 

Whereby they might diſcover Wat, 
Ando come off compleatly : 


For when that he unts them came, 
A Quarrel they ſo well did frame, 
Thar it fucceeded featly. 


6. Then Wat away to Kate did go, 
And quickly told herof it; 

This news,fays ſhe, which now I know, 
I ever more did covet. 


And now the plot fo well is laid, 
And thee thy part ſo well haſt plaid, 
Lets ſtudy to improve it. 


7. Then Katy went to Fon, and ſaid, 
That Ne#'s in love with Watty ; 


And 


London Drollery, 


And Wat told Nan ſhe was betraid, 
For Fan did fancy Katy. 

| By which they did diſcover that 

| They wers otraid by Kate and Wat, 

In all their private Treaty. 


8$.Then privately they thank'd'em both 
For what they did diſcover, 

And both ſeenrd paſſionately wroth, 
Calling each a perjur'd Lover, 

Then Wat told Kate what he had done, 


And Kate the thread that ſhe had ſpun, 
And for that time gave over. 


9, O'thi morrow Fan for Kate did ſend, 
And rail*d againſt poor Namny ; 

And Nanny did on Watty ſpend 
Agroat, and raifd on Fanny. 

And fo't continu'd day by day, 

That Wat and Kate would ſmile & ſay, 
Poor Souls we ſhall trapan ye. 


10,When Fan & Nan had brought about _ . 


Their ends, they ſoon did marry : 
For Wat and Kate did never doubt 

Their plot could e'er miſcarry. 
And being a bed on th'wedding-night, 
Put Fat and Kate in ſuch a fright, 

They ſcarce could make *em tarry. 
11. When 
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Ii. When Ft and Kate had paus'd a while, 
And faw th* were circumvented, | 
_ — Nan put ona ſmile, 
And both their loyes preſented 


And told them they knew how it was, } 
For love, not hatred, was the cauſe, 
And pray d *em reſt contented. 


12. Watthendid go and kiſs the Bride, 
And took her by the hand too ; 

And Katy went a tother ſide, 
And kiſfg'd her Lover Fan too. 


Oth' morrow Wat and Kate did wed, 
And Fenand Nan ſaw them in bed, 
And each kiſs'd Maid and Man too, 


13. Next day for Muſick all did ſend, 
And all their Friends.jnvited ; 

And that their Loves might have no end, 
Their Faiths they all: chere plighted. 

Then Fenand Nev, and Wat and Kate 

Did dance, and feaſt, and kiſs, and prate, 
Until they were benighted. 


14. Thus have you ſeen this double knot, 
How both have had their ſpeeding 3; 

How both did plot and counter-plot, 

And both on hopes were feeding. 
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And therefore now I do intend 
At preſent for ro make an end 
Of this my Politick iſe 


. —— 
—_—— hy wo 


| The Druxkards Irrvitation, A Song; 


IT. 


Ome ta _ up your Cups and ſpare not, 
c And think no more hurt than I do 
Call for Quart after Quart, 
| To drive Sorrow from thy Heart 3 
' Andthen tumble in the dirtas I do : 


2, 


Come take up your Liquor and ſtay not, 
Still calling for more, as I do, 
And up with your Drink, 
Till y'ave ſpent all your Chink, 
And then run on the Score as I do. 


3* 
| Come take up your Drink, and flinch noe, 
| And every & feaſt as I do ; 
Drink Again and again, 
Till 4 ave filPd ev'ry Vein, 
And then ſpew like a Beaſt, as I dos 


Come 
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4. 


Come trole it about with ſwiftneſs; 
Be every day drunk as T, 
And get many knocks, 
Nay be pur in the Stocks, 
For kiſſing your Punk, as I do. 


S. 


Pick Quartels, and fight in thy fury, 
Ard meet with your matchas I do, 
And belaid by the Heels, 
Though againſt your wills, 
For abuſing the Watch as I do. 


6. 


- Come wind up your bottoms and care not, 
Till y'ave belcht and ſtunk as I do, 
Call for Pint after Pint, 
Till the Brain's out of joint, 
Then caft up what y'ave drunk as I do. 


7. 
{11 adopt you my Heirs at preſent, 
And inſtall you the Sons of King Priam ; 
So that you will be 
So frolickand free, 
To be every man drunk as I am, 


@ "+ - 
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A Scotch Song, 


I, 


Nd I mun ha my Goon made, 
A My Goon made, my Goon made; 
And I mun ha my Goon made 
Fit unto my Body 3 
Sideand wide and tong enough, 
Side and wide and long enough, 
Side and wide and long enough, 
As ftineas any Lady. 


2. 
And I mun ha my Goon trim'd up, | 
My Goon trim'd up, my Goon trim'd up; 

And I mun ha my Goon trimd up, 

'Tis true as I do tell ye; 
Ten Seams laid down the Back, 
Ten Seams laid down the Back, 
Ten Seams laid down the Back, | 

And twenty down the Belly. 


Jo 
AnT mun ha a Waſtcoat too, 
A Waſtcoat too; a Waſtcoat too; 


An 
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An I mun ha a Waſtcoat too, 


Twill hang down to my Weam tos : 


The Cloth mult be of Scarlet fine, 
The Cloth muſt be of Scarlet tine, 
The Cloth muſt be of Scarlet fine, 


With many a pratry Seam too; 


| 4- 
An I mun ha a Petticoar, 
A Petrticoat, a Petticoat, 
AnTI mun ha a Petticoar, 
Made of Crimſon Tabby, 
Lac'd up before, and round about, 
Lac'd up before, and round abour, 
Lac'd up before; and round abour, 
As gay and fine as may be. 


| 9. 
Of Spaniſh Leather muſt be made, 
Muſt be made, muſt be made, 

Of Spaniſh Leather muſt be made 
All the Shoes I wear, 7o; 

With Silken Knot to tie 'em faſt, 

With Silken Knot to tie 'em faſt, 

Wirth Silken Knot to tie 'em faſt ; 
] wou'd I had *em here, Fo. 


6. 
Tf thou'lt lend me thy Loom, Lad, 


Thy Loom, Lad, thy Loom Lad; . 


at; 


[t 
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Ifffou'l t lend me thy Loom, Lad, 
[Il lend thee mine yn oy 

The De'il a bir my Loom I'll lend, 

T lent it unto nine Or ten, 

And they have ſent it hack again, 
But put it out of frame, Jo. 


Ce nes EI re. 


AS 00. 


I. 


Et Back and Sides go bare, 
Let Hand and Foot go cold : 
But Olet the Belly have Ale enough, 
Whether it be new or old, 
Whether it be new or old, Boys, 
Whether it be new or old. 
But O let the Belly-have Ale enough, 
Whether it be new or old. 


2. 
A Beggars a thing as good as a King, 
PII tell you the reaſon why : 
For a King cannot ſwagger, 
And drink like a Beggar, _ 
No King ſo merry as I, *: 
No King ſo merry as TI. Boys, 
No King fo merry as I. 
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For a King cannot ſwagger, 
And drink likea Beggar : 
No King ſo merry as I. 


3. 

Some call me Knave and raſcally Slave, 
But I know how to collogue : 

For then I adore um, and catl 'em o'th' Quorum, 
And then I'm an honeſt Rogue, | 
And then I'm an honelt Rogue, Boys, 

And then I'm an honeſt Rogue : 

For then .I adore'um, and call 'em o'th' Quorum. 

And then I'm an honeſt Rogue. 


4» | 
If a fart flies away, where makes he his ſtay ? | 
Can any man think or (uppole ? | 
Fora fart cannot tell, when'tis out,where to dwell, | 
Unleſs it be in your Noſe, | 
Unleſs it be in your Noſe, Boys, 
Unleſs it be in your Noſe : 
Fora fart cannot tell,when tis out, where to dwell, | 
Unleſs it be in your Noſe. | | 
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Queen ELIZABETH's Song 
The Tune is, Selengers Round, 


Tell youall, both great and ſmall, 
| AndlI tell yqu truly, 
That we have a very great cauſe al] 
' Forto lamentand cry, 
' Ofie, O fie, O fie, O fee, 
| O tie on cruel Death ; 
For he has ta'en away from us 
Onr good Queen Elſabeth. 


2. 


He might have ta'en other good voke, 
That better might have been miſt, 

And left our gracious Queen alive, 

| That lov'd no Popiſh Prieſt. 

dhe rul'd this famous Land alone, 
And was beholding to no man : 

She bore the weight of all affairs, 
And yet ſhe was but a woman. 


= _ —_———_—_—_—_——— 
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A Woman, ſaid:I , Nay, that's more 
Than any one can tel] : 

So fair ſhe was, ſo wondrous chaſte, 
That no man knew it well. 

The Monſieur came himſelt from France. 
On purpoſe tor to woo her; 

And yetthe livid and dy'4 a Maid, 
Do any man what he could to her, 


4. 


She never did any wicked thing, 
That might 1n Conſcience prick her, 
Nor never ſtbmitted her felt to him 
The Papiſts call Chriſts Vicar. 
But rather choſe couragioully 
To hight under Chriſts Banner, 
"Gainſt Turk, & ”ope,& King of Spain. 
Orall that duriſt withſtand her. 


E 
Js. 


And if I had Argws Eyes, alas, 
They were too few to weep 

For our good Queen Elizabeth. 

That now does lie aſleep. 
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Aſleep, quoth I, ſhe now doth lie, 
Until the day of Doom: 

And then ſhe'l riſe to the foul diſgrace 
Of the great Pope of Rome, 


A Song, To Fortune. 


T » 


Lind Fortune, it thou wanttt a Guide, 
PII teach thee how thou maiſt divide 3 
Diſtribute unto each his due : 
Juſtice 1s blind, Juftice is blind, 
Juſtice is blind, and ſo are you. 


”> 
_ 


To th' Uſurer this doom impart , 
May the Scrivener break his heart; 
His Debtors unto Beggery fall ; 
Or what's as bad, or what's as bad, 
Or what's as bad, Turn Courtiers all. 
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Zo 


And to the Tradeſmen that ſell dear, 

A long Vacation all the year : 
Revenge thee thus on their deceits ; 

And ſend them Wives, and ſend them Wives. 
And ſend them Wives light as their Weights. 


F +: 
But Fortune, who will recompence 
The Frenchmans daily Infolence ? 

, For them I know no greater pain, 


| Thento beſent, then to be ſent, 
Then to be ſent to France again. 


Chorus tn Two Parts, 
5+ | 
if theſe Inſtructions make thee wile. 
Men will reſtore again thine Eyes ; 
By a New Stile thou ſhalt commence, 
Not Fortune call'd,not Fortune call'd, 
Not Fortune call d, but Providence. 


6, 


But leſt thine Altars want all fires, 
To bribe mens votes,grant their deſircs. 
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To Lovers who would not believe 
Their ſweet miſtakes, their ſweet miſtakes, 
Their {weet miſtakes, thy Blindneſs give. 


7. 


Then leſt the Players fhould grow poor, 
Send them Aglaura's more and more : 

And to the Roundhead grant more Ears 
Than Ceres in, than Ceres in, 

Than Ceres in her Garland wears. 


8, 


And if thou wilt Phyſicians pleaſe, 
Send them another new Diſeaſe. 

To Schollars give, if thou canſt do't, 
A Benevce, a Benefice, 

A Benefice without a Suit. 


DN 


To Courtiers grant them pleaſures high, 
And to their Wives Community. 

So Fortune, thou wilt pleaſe them all ; 
If Lords do riſe, if Lords do riſe, 

If Lords do riſe, and Ladies fall. 
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IO, 


And to the Lawyers I ll beſeech 
As much for Silence as for Speech. 

To Ladies Uſhers ſtrength of Back ; 
And to my Self, and to my Self, 

And to my Self a Cup of Sack. 


; On Mr, Owen's Death , Butler 
of a Coledge. 


V Hy Death did honeſt Owen ſo ſoon catch, 
Into my mind it cannot eas*ly ſink, 

Unleſs that Death came to the Buttery Hatch, 

; And honeſt Owen would not make him drink. 


Tf it be ſo, then Owen 'twas thy fault, | 

That Death, inſtead of Drink, made thee his | 
(Draught. 

Not ſo, nor ſo ; for Owen gave him Liquor ; 
Dearth being fox'd, took him away the quicker. 

Yet be content, let care neer trouble thy mind, 

Though the Butlers gone, the Keys are left 

(behind. ! 


Os 
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On the ſame Owen. 


WW four and twenty Letters once there were, 
þ And 0. and N, were two among the reſt ; 
But they their number henceforth cannot bear, 

For O. aud N. are buried in a Chelt. 


Had O. been gone, no man had it repentet, 
And then it would full woll have been for us. 
But 0. N. 's gone, which is to be lamented ; 
So Fortune's to us much prepoſterous. 


Owen, let School-boys glory in thy fall : 
Becauſe they have two Letters leſs to con ; 
Fortwo and twenty now is onely all, 


By means of which, they oft will ſave their 
: (Bum. 


WhiPſt we'll condole thy Death, ſince by *t we 
(get 
A Lam'd Chriſts Croſs, and a Crippled Alphabet. 


On 


NE I ET eo roi ee” IH” LEES ECINes -- 


Lon Drollery. 


= RY 
Oz Great Tom of Chriſt-Church, his beinz | 
newly Caſt, 


'E dumb, you Infant-Chimes, thump not your | 
B (Mettle, | 
That neer out-rings the Tinker and his Kettle. 
Ceaſe all you petty Larums,for to day, | 
>Tis Great Zom's Reſurredtion from the Clay : | 
And know where Tom rings our his loudeſt knells, | 
The beſt of you will be but Dinner- Bells. 

And for thy meritorious ſuffering, 
Thou ſhortly ſhalt to Heaven in a ſtring. | 


We muth are griev'd, becauſe we ſee thee caſt, | 


As being not well: yet hope the worſt is paſt. 

Some {ſay it was, becauſe thy Brain was crack'd ; | 
If it be ſo, then well done was the fat : | 
And though ſome Cains have made A Bel of thee, | 
Thou't Clapper-claw 'em,when thou once art tree. | 


Thou't thunder out at-nine a Clock ſiich. noiſe 


Will make the Schollars all ro dread thy voice : 
And after Thunder, fierce Lightning then may 
(come, 


From ProQ@or or Vice-Chancellor ; Haſten home. 
We!l, deareſt Tom, I']l rake my leave of thee, 


And think c'er long thou't be too high for me : p | 
All 
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And for thy fins didſt fall as low as Clay, 

And through a fiery Trial didſt run, they ſay, 

= + Toclear thy jarring temper, which was fore 
Againſt chy will, as being hoarſe before. 

' And coming down, dear Tem, to learn to ſing 
Abetter Note, we hope thouw't make it ring 
In all our Ears, thou mended haſt thy voice; 
Twill make the Schollars, unleſs at nine a Clock, 

(rejoyce. 

Nay, twill pleaſe the hearts of all good People, 
Whence once thou'rt lifted up into the Steeple; 
Unleſs Fanaticks, who regard it nota Louſe, 
Whatever cometh from the Steeple-houſe. 

{ And though we grieve to lee — and 

bang'd 

Yet all re)oyce, great Tom, to ſee thee hang'd. TY 


OD I— CS — CL —_— + CO — ————— 


| The Matids Complaint. 


I. 


T was ''th* merry month of May, 
When ev'ry thing look'd freth and gay, 
[ heard a Maid complain and ſay, 
Her Mother ſhe had done her mickle wrong, 
For ſuffering her to live a Maid fo long, 


2, Then 
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2, 


Then ſhe began.to ſigh and groan, 
To ring her hands, and make great moan, | 
*Cauſe the, poor heart, was lett alone. 
And no kind Soul would ever pity her pain, 
For her Maidenheads loſs would prove to her a 
(zain. 
3- 


I nimbly then did ſtep unto her, 
And preſently became a Woer ; | 
And that of me ſhe ſhould be ſure, 
Would give her a doſe ſhould her malady quell; | 
But ſtill ſhe vow'd ſhe'd neer lead Apes in Hell. 


4 


Then to Courting I began, 

And told her I would be the Man : 

Though before ſhe look'd both pale and wan, 
Yet now in her cheeks a colour 'gan to riſe : 
But ſtill ſhe ſaid, Pray Sir be merry and wile. 


1 


What was done, I muſt not tell, 
But yet I found the lik'd it well, | 
Becauſe ſh*d neer lead Apes in Hell. | 
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Aud then of Kiſles ſhe gave me ſuch plenty, 
That one of mine produc'd the number twenty. 


8g 


6. 


I then began to haſte away, 

But ſhe in kindneſs pray'd me ſtay ; 

[ bid her ?point another day , 
She told me then to morrow, pray come hither, 
That ſo we may our Notes compare together. 


On « Parſimonious Sheriff of Oxford, 


le, Schollars, fie ; have you ſuch thirſty Souls, 
To ſwig,quatf,6 carouſe 'ith*Sheriffs Bowls ? 

Tell me, mad Youngſters, what do you believe ? 
D'ye think it coſt him nothing to be Shrieve ? 
To ſend fo many Beefes, ſo many Weathers, 
Maintain ſo many Hats, ſo many Feathers ? 
Apain, is Malt ſo cheap this pinching year, 
That you ſhould make ſuch havock of his Beer ? 
[ hear you are {o many, that you make 
Mott of his'Men turn Tapſters for your ſake : 
And yet, when he even at the Bench doth fir, 
You tear his Meat from off the borrow'd Spit, 
And keep ſiich hurly-burly as it paſſes, 
In gurgitating ſometimes whole half Glafles. 
And 
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And ſome of you forſooth are grown ſo fine, 

Or elſe ſo ſawcy, as to call for Wine. 

As it the Sheritf had putmen in truſt, 

W hich durit draw out more Wine than needs they 
muit, 

In faith, in faith, it is not well, my Maſte ( 

Nor tit that you ſhould be the Sheriffs Taſters. 

It were enough, you are ſuch Gormandizers, 

To make the Sheriffs henceforth all turn Miſers * 

Or to remove the Aſſize to th? Towns Diſgrace, 

To Banbury, Henly, or elſe ſome ſuch place, 

He never had complain'd, had it but been 

A pretry Firkin, or a Kilderkin : 

But when a Barrel daily is drunk out ! 

My Maſters then *tis time to look about. 

Is this a lye d'ye think ? I tell you no : 

My Lord High Chancellour was informed fo : 

And O what would not all the Bread in Town 

Suffice to drive the Sheriffs Liquor down, 

Buthe in Hampers muſt from home it bring ? 

O moſt prodigious, O moſt monſtrous thing ! 

Upon fo many Loaves of Home-made Bread, 

How long might he and his ten men have fed ? 

Which he, no doubt, intended to have fed 

With the ſweet Morſels of his broken Bread. 

But when that they, poor Souls, for mY did 
call, 

Anſwer was made, The Schollars eat up all : 

And when of broken Beer he crav'd a Cup, 

Anſwer was mace, The Schollars drank it up. | 

Anc 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| | 
| 


| 


bY 


| 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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And this I know not how they chang'd the Name, 
Cut did the Deed, and Longtail bears the blame. 


— —— 


The Speech of a Mayor of a Town, when 4 


IK ing came there. 


Reat King, to bid Thee welcome, behold I 
Do ſpeak to Thee, although my mouth 
(ſtand by : 
[']] do my beft, but he can do much better ; 
He is Book-learwd, I never knew a Letter. 
When yeſterday the Poſt did Tidings bring, 
That I ſhould ſee You here, our Royal King 3 
For my own Part intoan Ague I did fall, 
And greatly gaſped with my Brethren all. 
But leaſt your Majeſty ſhould think us ſlack, 
Each one of us did drink a Pint of Sack ; 


| Armour of Proof, the beſt thing we could find 


To chear our heart, andeaſe our troubled ming, 


| Wewent about to muſter up our forces 
| Tomeet You, but indeed we wanted Horſes. 
Our Foot-Cloths alſo, with Rats and Mice offen-' 


(ded, 

in ſo ſhort ſpace could not be patch'd and men- 
| (ded 

Therefore this Stage,which holds us here at large, 


| Vas wiſely founded at the Towns own charge. _ 
Theſe 
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Theſe nien in Scarlet, that you plainly ſee, 

Have been in higheſt place of Majelty ; 

The other Purple Gowns that do appear, 

Are like to wear my Staff another year. 

The Streets that you do pals on either hand, 

Are {weetly flowr'd with Gravel and with Sand. 

The Conduirtat the Crofs, if you mark well, 

Is newly painted, you may know by th ſmell : 

The placeagainit it, is the place where I | 

Do fit in all my Pomp and Dignity : | 

Whilſt I do Juſtice, be it Right or Wrong, 

Unto the Rich or Poor, the Old or Young. 

St. Peter's Church, whereT am often ſeen, 

Stands near unto it, but a Houſe between 3 

Where ev'ry Sunday unto my poor Power, 

Sleeping and waking, I do ſpend ar; hour. 

Your Grace may ſee our Houſes have been ſpung- 
(ing, 

And your Neat Wine ſhall be without much i 


EN | (ging.| 
But in this one thing pray by me berul'd, 
Do not drink of it unleſs you find it mulld : | 
But if you ſee*t look blew on either ſide, 
Then to't ; I wis you need no other Guide. 
Our Towns not rich, yet God be thanked, 
With no ſmall Charge we have procur'da Banquet,| 
Four pounds it coſt, beſides [ am afraid 
The Carriage of it downis yet unpaid : 
ff you had come to Dinner, without boaſt, 


You ſhould have eat with me 10 worſe than Rcalt. 
For 


USY ow OT 


or 


' Three thick, three thin, three cloſe, three wide, 


{t, 
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For though I ſay*t, I would have let you looſe 
Unto the tlank of a fat butter'd Goole. 

A Cup of Gold unto Your Grace Pl] bting, 

[ hope Yol!l give to us ſome better thing. 

For ['Il beſworn that it goes near my heart, 
When from ſo many Goldings I did part: 

But much good dit ye, we will ne&'er repent 3 
Since they are gone, they might on worſe be ſpent. 
Some ſay of me you mean to make a Knight; 
Nay rather take a Halter and hang me quite 3 
That it may ne'er be ſaid, it came to pals, 

That it beſtowed was on Balaam's Als : 

Therefore I humbly crave I may go free, 

And give it to the Mayor of ſome City. 

Thus from my ſpeech abruptly I will break, 

And if you'l know me, heat the Recorder ſpeak. 


————————— _— 


The Deſcriptioa of a Beautiful Woman. 


_— thirty Things that Helens fame ad raiſe, 
A Dame muſt have, that ſeeks for Virtues 
(praiſe. 

Three bright, three black, three red, three ſhort, 
(three tall ; 


(three ſmall. 


GJ Her 


? 
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Her Skin, Teeth, Cheeks, muſt be clean, bright, 
(and neat; 
Her Hair, her Brows and Eyes as black as Jet : 
Her Cheeks, Lips, Nails,muſt have Vermilion hue; 


Her Hands, Hair, Height, muſt ſhew good length | 


(to view. 

Her Teeth, Feet, Ears, all ſhort, no length allow; 
Large Brelt,large Bum,a large and ſpacious Brow, 
Her Mouth muſt narrow be, ſmall Waſte and ten- 
(der; 

Her Eyes, Lips, Noſe, muſt be but thin and ſlen- 


(der. 


Her Neck, Waſte, Ancles, ſlender and ſmall muſt 
(be, 

That Teeth, Tongue, Lips, be cloſe kept, not 
too free, 

Her Neck, Thighs, Navel,muſt be fat and round; 


Her Noſe, Head, Teats,the leaſt that may be found. | 


Her Brows, her Looks, and Breſts muſt "_—_ 
have; 
Her Noſtril, Mouth, Ear, ſmallneſs : Then all's 
(brave. 

Since ſuch Perfetions few or none attain, 
Then few or noneare fair, theplace is plain. 
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Of a Ladies Doz, and her Huwband. 


Augh, good my Maſters, if you can intend it, 
For yonder comes a Fool that will defend it. 
Saw you a verier Aſs inall your Lite, 
That makes himſelf a Pack-horſe to his Wife ? 
l would his Noſe where I could wiſh were warm, 
For carrying Pearl ſo pretty under's Arm : 
Pearl his Wite's Dog, a pretty Sweet-tac'd Cur, 
That barks at night at the leaſt fart doth ſtir, 
Is now not well, his Cold is ſcarcely broke ; 
Therefore, good Husband,wrap him inthy Cloak :; 
And Sweet-heart, prethee help me to my Mask : 
Hold Pearl but tender, for he hath a Lask. 
Here, take My Muif; and do you hear, good man, 
Now give me Pearl, and carry you my Fan : 
Alas poor Prarl! The Wretch is full of pain : 
Husband, take Pearl; give me my Fan again. 
See how he quakes ! Faith I am l;ke to weep : 
Come to me.Pear! : my Scartf,good Husband,keep. 
To be with me, I know my Puppy loves : 
Why Pearl, I ſay ! Husband, take up my Gloves. 
Tins goodman Ideot thinks himſelfan Earl, 
That he can pleaſe his Wite, and carry Pearl. 
But others judge his State to be no higher 
Than a Dogs Yeoman, or ſome Pippin-Squire. 


W- On 
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On a Punk. 


Aith, Gentlemen, you move me to offence, 

'F In coming to me with unchafte pretence : 

i Have I the look of a laſcivious Dame, 

That you ſhouſGthink me tit for wantons Game ? 

F aw-not ſhe will take Luiſts S1n upon her ; 

Pl rather die, than dim chaſte glorious honour, 

, Tempt not mine Ears, for in good ſooth I mean 

| To keep my honelt Reputation clean. 

'' My hearing lets no ſuch lewd ſound come in, 

f My Senfes lozth to ſurfeir on ſweet tn. 

l Reverſe your Mind that gocs trom Grace altray ; 

X And God forgive you, with my heat t I pray. 

| TheGallant notes her words,obferves her trowns, 
q Then draws his Purſe, & lets her view his Crowfts. \ 
þ! Vowing that if her kindneſs grant him pleaſure, 
js 
| 


She ſhall be Miſtreſs to command his Treaſure. 
The ſtorms are caln'd, the guit is over-blown ; 

| And the replies with, Teurs, elſe not her own. 

iy Deſiring him to cenſure for the beſt, 

bh *T was but her Trick, totry it men do jeſt. 

' Her Love is lock'd where he may pick the Trunk. 
Letall men judge, it this be not a Punk. 


The ' 
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The Complyiug, but Cunning Laff, 
The Tune, My Namy, quoth he ; a Jig Tune, 


I. 


Y Gily, ſays Will ; 
My With, fays Gill, 
Your pleaſure ? 
I'd ſpeak wi you, ſays Wilt ; 
Come now then, ſays Gill, 
I'm at leaſure. 


| I love thee, ſays ill : 

1 D'ye love me, ſays Git, 

£1 Indeed Sir ? 
Yes truly, fays Will ; 


Why well then, ſays Gill, 
Proceed, Sir. 


2. 


I'd woo thee, ſays Wl! : 
Wou'd you woo me,fays Gift, 
But how, Sir ? _ 
G Z 
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In Marriage, ſays Will, 
I Marriage, lays Gill, 
I allow Sir : 


Firſt kiſs me, ſays Wil : 
Why there 'tis, ſays G:0 ; 
Now you ha't,Sir, 
Im glad on't, fays Will ;, 
I'm not ſorry, ſays Gill, 
That's flat, Sir. 


$» 
Give me another, ſays W1ll : 
There, take it ſays Gl ; 
What then, Sir ? 
Why a third, ſays Il : 
Why there tis, ſays Gill, 
Agen, Sir, 
I'm raviſh'd, fays Wi : 
How ? Raviſhd, ſays Gi! 
Be plain, Sir. 
By your Kiſſes, ſays Wi! : 
ThenT1l do't, ſays Gill, 
Again, Ill 


4s I 
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4. 
I'll feoff thee, ſays Wl, 
In a Jointure : Says Gl, 
D' ye mean ſo ? 
Yes truly, ſays Wilt: 


Then lT love thee, ſays Cl ; 
'Tis een lo. 


N 


Here's my hand on't,ſfays 11, 
There's mine too, ſays Gil, 
With love too. 
Be bur conſtant ſays Wall : 
Yes conſtant, ſays Gill, 
Pl prove too. 


Os 


When wed we, ſays Will ? 
To morrow, lays Gill, 

[th' morning. 
T hat's too ſoon, ſays Will; 
[11 be at (ſays Gill) 

An hours warning 


That's well ſed, fays Will; 

*T was not il] ſed, ſays Gill, 
Believe me. 

CG 4 


London Drollevy; 
Then neft day, ſays Will ; 
If *t be longer ſays, Gill, 

*T will grieve me. 


6, | 

hf | 
Get a Licenſe, ſays Fl; | 
That will I, ſays Gill, | 
To morrow. | 


Have you money, ſays Will ? 
If I have not; ſays Gil, 
Pll borrow. 


That®s a kind wench,ſfays Wil, 
PII be kinder, ſays G3lt, 

When wedded : 
And what then, ſays Will ? 


P11 be kindeſt, ſays Gill, 
When bedded. 


.. 


Lie wr me, ſays Pl! : 
What to night, ſays Gill # 
O fie Sir ! 
Prethee do't, fays VVill : 
By my troth, ſays Gl!,, 
NotT Sir. | 


Lonwon Drollery, 
Yare unkind, ſays VVill: 
Yare too forward ſays Gill, 
Believe me. 
Won't you do't then, ſays wit, 
That's the way: ſays Gill, 
* To deceive me. 


—_ _ 


The Chorus to it. 


8. 


So before they did bed, 

They were both of *em wed, 
At night he 

Did ſay unto Gill, 

Had yau givn me my will, 
Ida light ye, 


I had no reaſon, ſays ſhe, 
To prant it unt*ee, 
I'm ſure, Sir ; 


Becauſe I was cozen'd 
By't leaſt half a dozen, 
Before, Sir, 
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PH tell thee, ſays he, 
Some Girles were ſo free, 
They ſent me 


Each of *em a Cake, 
For ſome kindneſs ſake, 
To content me. 


Had I known t, ſays ſhe, 
" Fd a fitted ye | 
"0h For their ſakes, Sir. 


On that very ſcore, | 
With Cheeſes good ſtore, | 
To your Cakes, Sir. 


— - —— — 


The Litth Childrens Figure-D ance, at My, 
Young's Ball, and tothat Tuzxe, 


can pretty Ladies 

No bigger than Babies : 
Did dance at a Ball fo well, - 
&:: | Yet ſo little they were, 

6 . Andſo young, you'd ſwear 

ep werenewly come out of the ſhell. 


< 
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But yet theſe little things 
Did keep both time and figure, 
And to give 'em their que, 
They footed it true : 
And the leſs as well as the bigger. 


2. 


And firſt pretty C---- 
Did mount like a Lark, 
To ſeek out her lovely Mate : 
I mean T. H. 
That witty Bearn, 
| Who readily came to her ſtrait, 
Then tl other airy C{---—- 
Did look for her roſy-cheek Dove, 
Sweet W---T--- the mild, 
That modeſt Child, 
Who handſomly to her did move. 


J* 


Witty S-—f--- too, 
Did wheel to and fro, 

And nimbly tript it about, 
With her Partner $---- . 
That was aity and blithe, 

And neither of both were out. 
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Who ftill dancd every thing true, 
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Then pretty S$---b----ſhe 
Did follo this little Crew, 
With her Partner eke, 
M---d-- the Meek, 


4. 


Ar the end of the Tune, 
Bur not too ſoon, 
They all did make a ſtand ; S 
And when they had done, M | 
Then every one 
Their Partners took by th' hand. | 
Ar Lft theſe pretty things ; | 
Their Honours did ſo well, 
Thar at! did ſay, 
For their Age, that they 
Did bear away the Bell. 


— 


Adoxcetos Friend to forgo a Common Miſe. 
To the Scotch Tune, Go, go, Vnkind One. 


HE: an Afs Ns loves one, 

And will love no moxe: 

If by chance he proves one 
True, he'll find a ſcore 


T hat 
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That are as arrant Starters 
As ever trod on Shoe 3 
To lie and ſware, 
And ſpeak you fair, 
And vow they*l ſtil] be true ; 
Yet promiſe to another 
What they have vow'd to you. 


2. 


When the Ginneys do appear, 
Then their love 1s ſhown ; 

They'l kiſs and ſing,and dance and ſwear, 
Pm yours, or not My own. 


But when the Purſe begins to ebb, 
Then they will over-flow 
In flights and pouts, 
And ſcorns and flouts, 
And off their faith will throw, 
And to another Cully 
Will make a ſecond vow. 


3. 


Then leave off courting Miſes 
If you will be free 

From Quarrels and Diſeaſes, 

And certain Povertis 
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But if you muſt a Miſs have, 
Let it be briskWine; 
*Twill cure the heart 
Of all the ſmart, 
| And make the face to ſhine 
With Rubies and with Pearls too, 


Beyond the Indian Mine. 'T 
Ki 
A Song at the Dukes Houſe, 0] 
I, 


”m— 


Ay, let me alone ; 
I proteſt P11 be gone: 

*Tis a folly to think 

_ Vil be ſub!e&.to one, 
Never hope to confine 
A young Gallant to dine, 
Like a Schollar of Oxford, 
On none but a Loin. 


For after Enjoyment, our Bellies are full ; 
And the {ame Dith again, makes the Appetite dull. | 


| 


2. | 
By your wantoning Art 
Of a ſigh anda ſtart, | 
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You endeavour in vain 
To inveagle my heart. 
For the pretty diſguiſe 

Of your Janguiſhing Eyes 

Will never prevail 

With my Sinews to riſe- 

| 'Tis never the mode in an Amorous Treat, 

| When a Lover has din'd, to perſwade him to eat. 


| 3 


| Faith Betty, the Jeſt 

| Is almoſt at the beſt, 

'Tis onely variety 

Makes up the feaſt. 

| For when we've enjoy'd, 

| And with pleaſuresare cloid 
| The Vows we havemade 

To love ever, are void. 


And know, pretty Nymph, it was ever unfit 
That a Meal ſhould be made of a Relliſhing;Bit. 


— - — 
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The Carelef Lower. 
b 


/ A M I by thy taunts abuſed, 

WhenlT moſt to love incline ? 

Know no phraſe by thee is uſed, 
Which I could not well make mine, 
For I can uſe or not uſe thine. 


2, 


Doſt thou glory thou cazi'ſt vex me, 
When thou ſeemingly doſt chide ? 

Or do'ſt thou think thou canſt perplex me 
With tby ſcoffs or careleſs pride ? 
No: all thy fanciesI deride. 


*D 


Art thou with my Courtſhip pleaſed, 
WhichlI tender unto thee ? 

Or art thou with my words diſeaſed ? 
If thou art, 'tis nought to me : 

For I can Ipye, or l6t thee be. 
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Canſt thou love with true Aﬀedion ? 
[can love, being lov'd again : 

Or if to hate be thy Ele@ion, 
All that breeds me no pain : 
For I can love, or cah diſdain. 


F 


ge 


Art thou pleas'd I ſhould attend thee ? 
I will ſtill thy Servant be: 

Or if my preſence do offend thee, 
I will never wait on thee : 
For I can ferve, or keep me tree, 


6, 


Doſt thou love to have me near thee, 
With a Heart both firm and crue ? 

Or doſt thou ſcorn my ſight & jeer me, 
This to Lovers is not new $ 
Faizh I can ſtay, or bid adieu. 


7- 


Art thou joyful ? I am jolly; 
In thy pleaſure's my delight: 


_———— 3 AD - - 4. ao erp TY. 
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Art thou inclin'd to Melancholy ? 
I am of that humour right : 
ForlI can Foy, or Joys can ſlight. 


Art thou liberal of Embraces ? 
I canalſo laviſh be ? 

Or doſt thou ſcorn to yield ſuch graces? 
I can ſcorn as well as thee ; 
Of theſe I can be niceor free. 


g. 


Doſt thou pleaſe to yield me Kiſles, 
My obſervance to requite ? 

Or do'ſt deny me hols (yore blifſes, 
In ſome humour or deſpite ? 
I can diſpence with that delight. 


I ©, 


If to ſinging thow'lr apply thee, 
I can watle Notes 54 Bu ; 
Or if to ſighing, I'll ſigh by thee ; 
To thy Paſſions Fi! agree: 
For I'm to all thy humours free. 


onden Drollery? 


Couldſt thou willingly abide me, 
In thy naked Bofom lie ? 

Wouldft thou, if I ventur'd, chide mg,. 
Or with frowning force me fly ? 
All's one to me; for what cars 1? 


= 9 —_—_ _ 


A Catch. 


Orcune is-blind, 
| K& And Beauty is kind : 
They've neitherfaith nor troth ; 
The one is a Witch, 
And © other's a Bitch : 
The Devil take them both. 


. There's hazard by hap, 
* q bbdohaar F. 
ut there's no deceit inaBrizmur 
Truth inthe battom does lie ; 
But the way to redeem her, 
Is to drink the whole Ocean dry. 


H a 
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:- A Catch, 


O Creature can be 
More pleaſant then we 3 
No miſchief we'll a& or invent ; 
Let Wordlings go plot | 
Until their Brains rot, 
., They ſtall notabridgeour content. 


$. 
Content 1s a thing 
That Comfort doth bring 
To begger as well as to King. 
Then let our Contenc 
In Freedom, he ſpent, | 
© And merrily, merriJy fing,: 
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A Catch, 


I, 


S ſoon a little little Ant 
Shall bib the Ocean dry, 
A Snail ſhall creep about the World, 
E'er our Aﬀections die. 


iy 


Yet ſhe's for me, and onely ſhe, 

That's neither forward, nor too free : 
That Wench I vow ſhall be my Toy, 
That's neither forward, nor too coy. 


A Catch. 


. There is bur onely one, 
AndIam only he, 

/ That loves but one alone, 

And thou art only ſhe. 


A3 
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Thou art that one 
In whom alone 
My heart doth only care, 
Then do but joyn 
Thy heart with mine, - 
And we will make a pair. 


A: 
*4 
Y 


Her Anſwer. 


FT Ne Girl did then reply, 
'K& Tamtheonly ſhe 
That loves one faithfully, 

And faith, my Fack, *tis thee. 


Thou art my Joy, 
And only Boy; 
I never think on other : 
And mean to joyn 
My heart with thine, 


And ſo be made a Mother. 


f 
| 


| 
| 


q 
L 
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A Song. 


Mploy thy time ſome other way, 
IFrian ſtill to court this Female Clay; 
Let her be what a Woman can, 

Yet ſhe's not worth the worſt of Man. 


TY 


[tis notT that tell yon ſo, 

Reaſon has done that long ago : 

Hadſt thou to reaſon but inclin'd, 

Thou long ere this hadſt chang d thy mind. 


3- 
Sheis a Woman ; that's enough 


{ Toquench the furious ftames of Love : 
' Fortheyare only but for ſight ; 


| 


| Gloworm-like, they'e beſt by night. 


fp 


[know ſhe's young and fair ; *tis true, 
And well enough for outward view : 
H 4 
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But if uncloath'd thou didiſt her ſee, 
She is not what ſhe ſeems to be. 

Go 


I therefore do adviſe thee yet, 

Betore thou into thraldom get : 
Alabrynth then thou't find *twil prove, 
And feel the doleful pangs of Love. 


6. 


But if loving thon needs muſt be, 


Pray let it be no more a ſhe: | 
But love thy Self, and love thy Friend, 
And love good Sack,and there's an end. 


—— gt 


The Martial Lad. 


A Mock to O Love if cer thou'lt eaſe a heart, | 
and tothat Tune, 


I, 


Mars, if &er thou'lt eaſe a Blade 
That owns thy Martial Power, 
That bleeds with thy too cruel Trade, 
And now by wounds is quite decay'd, 


Thy Bleſfings on me ſhower. 
Under 
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Under the Surgeons hand T lie, 

A thouſand times TI with to die ; 

But when T ſee cold Death fo nigh, 
I grieve to leave thoſe thoughts of War 
Which unto Souldiers welcome are. 


2 
But thus as I ſat all alone 4 
I'th' cold and louſfie Room, 
Some Tatling Eccho heard my moan, 
And did repeat each ſigh and groan, 
Came by a ſimple Groom. 


O how I ſtrove my face to hide, 
Leſt by the Groom it fhould be ſpide ! 
And did the Babling Eccho chide, 
Becaufe her iterating noiſe 
Had brought the man to know my Voice. 


Zo 


But O Great Mars ! I wiſh to have 

But one poor Thundring Pea] 
Of Guns and Muskets which I crave 
Before my Body*s laid in Grave, 
My Honour to reveal. 
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Thus are poor Souldiers oft abus'd, 
When they by Wounds and Scars are bruis'd, 
Yet are by Mortals worſe abus'd: 
When they by War have got a Name, 
In times of Peace muſt loſe the ſame. 


_ cm 


LE m— 


Upon his Dead Miſiref. 


'A*® Unthrifts grieve in Straw for their pawn'd 
(Beds, 

As Women weep for their Joſt Maiden-heads, 

When both are without hope or Remedy ; 

Such an untimely grief have for thee. 

I never ſaw thy Face, nordid my heart 

Urge forth my Eyes to that,whilſt that thou wer't, 

But being lifted hence, that which co thee 

Was Deaths ſad Dart, was Cupid's Ghoſt to me. 

Whoever thinks me fooliſh, thar the force 

Of a Reporrtſhould make me love a Coarſe ; 

Know he, That when with this I do compare 

The loveI toa living Woman bear, 

I find my ſelf moſt happy : Now I know 

Where I ſhall find my Miſtreſs; I can go 

Unto her timeleſs Bed, and lift away 

Her Graſs-green Mantle, and her Sheet diſplay, 

And touch hernaked; and though envious Mould 

(In which ſhe lies unſuccour'd, moiſt and cold) 

Strive 
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Strive to corrupt her, ſhe will not abide 

With any Art her Blemiſhes to hide, 

As many Living do : And, though they need, 
Yet cannot they in Sweetneſs her cxceed ; 

But make a ſtink with all their Art and Skill, 
Which the Phyſicians warrant by their Bill. 
Nor at her Door does heaps of Coaches ſtay, 
Footmen or Midwives, to bar up my way : 
Nor is her heart ſo hard, to make me pay 

For every Kiſs, a Supper and a Play. 

Nor need ſhe any Page or Maid to keep, 

To knock me early from my golden ſleep, 
With Letters, That her Honour all is gone, 
If I don't Right her upon ſuch a one. 

Nor with Black Oaths ſtain her pure Lips will ſhe : 
She'll not contra the guilt of Perjury. 

No words, profane or wanton, will ſhe uſe ; 


' Pure Vertue's ſtricteſt Rules ſhe'!] not accuſe, 


As too ſevere ; nor whilſt the World doth laſt, 
A Blemiſh on her Spotleſs Honour caſt. 

Pardon me, that with thy bleſs'd Memory, 

[ mingle my own former Miſery. 

Yer dare I not accuſe the Fate that brought 
Theſe Croſſes on me, for then ev'ry thought 
That tended to my Love, was black and foul ; 
Now all is pureas a new-baptiz'd Soul. 

For I proteſt, for all that I can ſee, 

T would rot lie in Bed one night with thee : 
NoramT jealous, but could well abide 

My Foe to lie in quiet by thy fide. 


ſy ——=—-— > IE = ———— Ms EE one Þ on p "= - . EE yer = 


120 London Drollery. 


You Worms, (my Rivals) whilſt ſhe was alive, 

How many thouſands were there that did ftrive 

To have your freedom ? for their ſakes forbear 

Unſeemly holes in her ſoft Skin to wear. 

But if you muſt, (as what Worm can abſtain 

To taſte her Tender Body ? ) yet refrain 

With your diſorder'd Eartings to deface her, 

And feed your ſelves ſo as you moſt may ow 
| her. 

Firſt, through her Ear-Tips ſee you make a pair 

Of Holes, which as the moiſt incloſed Air 

Turns into Water, may the clear Drops take, 

And in her Ears a pair of Jewels make. 

Have you not yet enough of that White Skin, 

(The touch of which, in times paſt would -v 

in 

Enough to ranſome many a thouſand Soul 

Captiv'd to Love) if rot, then upward row! 

Your little Bodies, where I would you have 

This Epitaph upon her Forehead grave : 


Living, She was Toung, Fair, and full of Wit ; 
Dead, All ber Fanlts are in bey Forehead writ. 
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On Two Gentlemen of Wales. 


Heard, among ſome other pleaſant Tales, 
I How once there were two Gentlemen of Wales, 
Theſe Two (thus goes the Tale) upona day 
Hap'ned to travel upon London- way 3 
And (for *twas cumberſome to wear a Boot) 
For their more eaſe they needs would go a foot ; 
And Cleft they ſhould their beſt Apparel lack 
Each of them wears his Wardrobe at his Bac 
Theſe Squires were Nighted e'er they came to 
| | (Town, 
And ſought their Lodging when the Fo was 
own : 
And (for the Inkeeper his Gates had lock'd) 
In haſte, like men of ſome account, they knock'd ; 
The drowſie Chamberlain ask'd who was there ?; ; 
Who ſaid that Gentlemen of Wales they were. 
How many, quoth the man, is there of you ? 
Quoth he, Here's Jobn Ap Rice, Ap Fones, Ap Hugh, 
Ap Nicholas, Ap Steven, Ap Rice, Ap Davy: 
ThenGentlemen, quorh he, adieu, God ſave ye: 
Your Worſhips might have had a Bed or twain, 
But we have not cnow for ſuch a Train. 
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IS OECD 


A Paftoral Dialogue between Clean 
and Delia, 


[, 
a 5 Delia reſted in the Shade, 
With Cleon by her ſide; 
The Swain thus courted the young Maid, 
And thus the Nymph reply d. 


| IP 

Chron; Sweet, let thy Captive Fetters wear, 
Made of thine Arms and Hands ; 

Till thoſe that Thraldom ſcorn or fear, 
Envy my happy Bands. 


Z« | 
Delia. Then thus my willing Arms I wind 
About thee, and am fo | 
Thy Pris'ner ; for my ſelf I bind, 
Until T let chee go. 


4s 
Ele. Happy that Slave whom the fair Foe 
Ties in fo ſoft a Chain ! 
Del. More happy I, bur that I know 


Thou wilt break looſe again. - 
Ch, By 


London Drollery, 


3. 
Ck. By thine Immortal Beauty never. 
Del. Frail as thy Love's thine Oath. 
Cle. Though Beauty fade, my Faith laſts ever. 
Del. Time will deſtroy them both. 


6. 
Cle. Idoat not on thy Snow-white Skin: 
Del. What then? Cle. Thy Purer Mind. 
Del. 1 lov'd too ſoon. Cle. Thou hadfſt not bin 
So fair, if not ſo kind. 


'Fo 
Del. O ſtrange vain fancy ! Cle. Bur yet true, 
Del. Prove it. Cle. Then make a Brade 
Of thoſe looſe Flames that Circle you 3 
My Suns and yet your Shade. 


3, 
Del.'Tis done. Ch.Now give it me. Del, Thus thou 
Shalt thine own Error find ; 
If thoſe were Beauties, Iam naw 
Leſs fair, becaufe more kind. 


| 9, 
Ce. You ſhall confeſs you erce : That Hair 
Muſt it not change the huc, 
And leave. thay Golden Mountain bare ? 
Del, Ah me! Kt is £90 crye, 


Cle, Yet 
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IO, 


Cle. Yet this ſmall Wreath ſhall ever ſtay 


Inits firſt native prime 3 
And ſmiling when the reſt decay, 
The Triumphs fing of Time. 


II. 
Del. Then let me cut from off that Grove 
One Branch, and let it be 
An Emblem of Eternal Love, 
For ſuch is mine to tnee. 


I2. 
Cle. Thus are we both redeem'd from Time : 
I by thy Grace. Del. AndI 
Shall live in thine Immortal Rhyme, 
Until the Muſes die. | 


EE as aa FS | 
Cle. By Heaven--- Del. Swear not: If I muſt weep, 
Fove ſhall nor ſmile at me : 
This Kiſs, my Heart, and thy Faith keep. 
Cle. This breathes my Soul ta thee. 


| 14. 
Then forth the Thicket Thirfis ruſyd, 
Where he ſaw all their play: , 
The Swain ſtood ſtill, and ſmil'd, and bluſh'd 3 
_ The Nymph fled faſt away. 


FINTIS, 


Þ, 


London Drollery. 


+ 


4 
= — 


Mounfieur Nihils New-Tearsegift.. 


He coftly Callends put me to a ſhift, | 
Tin I ſhall ſend you for my New-years:gift.,; 
'Tis not what Ophir yields, nor Gems, nor Qold, 
| want not things that inth' Exchange are ſold, 
Chains, Bracelets, Ear-rings, Rarities and Lawn, 
The curious works by holy Siſters drawn 
Are far above my reach to compals : ſo 
All that I have 1s nothing to beſtow. 

Accept I pray the Gift, 't becomes you well, 

For you do nothing want as I can tell, 

Scorn not the preſent, look on't and you'l find 

'Tis of much worth: nothing contents the mind, 

Nothing 1s happy, nothing 1s cruly good, 

For nothing we pick quarrels and draw Blood, 

And though for nothing Lawyers plead not now, 

Yet about nothing they make much ado. 

Payſitians of nothing, ſay the Diſeaſe is great, 

Yer if they nothing have, they'l ſoon retreat, 

Merchants think't nothing 'bout the world to fail, 

And nothing comes on'r ſometimes by an ill gale. 

The Rump-Parliament did nothing but miſchief 
_ 

Being Hang'd, *twas nothing but what they did 

(delerve. 

Gaming is good for nothing but Fight and Curſe, 

Yet when all's gone, they think nothing worſe. 

Thoſe 


Ay EY 
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Thofethat 1} memories have, n9 patience want, 
Waen they torget ail, they think nothing on't. 
Noruins 15 dearer thari a-Miftrils ſighr, 

Yet good for nothing whe: ſhees known to be 


EEE. (Right, 
Nockipy is (weeter then the new cropt Role, 
Nothihg is whiter then che #l{pin Snows : \ 
Nothing is better chan a truſty Friend, 4 
Yer morning worle 1t Quarrel be arthe end. \ 
Nothings {o good 4s meat to a hungry Soul, | 
Yet nothing worte, if poylon be ret-bowl. 
Nothings like Wine, the heart to exhilerate, 


Yet norhing worſe, if it be Sopnifticate. 
Nortaings in every Childs mouth that's unruly, | | 
Ask them wit taey did, I did nothing'truly. 
So-rareSwas noti111g, that long fince 'twas made | ' 
Reward unto deſert : fo ſervice was paid 
Ricaly wita nothing ; therefore do not grieve 
To wear this new-rhing nothing on your Sleeve. | | 
Or if you think *cwill not become you rirere, 
Let then this nothing new dangle in your ear. : 
So taking leave at Dover on the high-hill, 

I reſt your Annilulated Friend Monſieur Nibil. | 


M adam 


be 
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Madam Aliqua's' Retort., 


Ir I do find that you have made a ſhift ; . 
. To ſend me nothing tor my New+40ars- gift. 
Which you may tiad 1 can rhake ſomething of. 
And that you may periaps at fomething tcolf 
Whicir Ahutiry ; hark. my nothing Saaver, 
Do you not Know thit lomething has a favor : 
Somet 110g tor this Friend, and {cmeching tor that 
[ have; bur you reraaps Will asx me what 
Taat Comerining 1s, that [ ſo freely ſpare 
Unto my other Friends, aid you nor ſhare 
Therein ; tor you ſhall not1in; tiave to your part, 
Youl ask what nothings thar, Faiti os a Farr. 
You may perc'ance ſmell ſomething vn'r, it you do 
Tak't for your-paitrs, nay you may Note it to: 
And it you tind that noting then Cotit pleaſe you, 
Yet vou may ſmell chat {omething dos diſeaſe you. 
Sometaing you know's for tood, fometiung tor 
| (tmell, 
Wich you by late Expetience know full well, 
[lt lomething I've faid, touch you to the quick, 
You'l make nothing on'c although it made you 
; _—= © + 
[tnothing out of ſomething carr te pick'r, 
Tacn norhing delerves by ſomet1ing to be kickee, 
But how ca: noting then be Lickt you”! ſay, 
Yes ſomething has been kil.'t ro noting quite 
avay. L 2 Have 
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Have I not ſaid ſomething to th* purpoſe now, 
Yet T fear this ſomething nothing pleaſes you. 

I ſomerhing have.to Jay, but this once more, 
You nothing do deſerve, cauſe to the poor 

You nothing give, and as thou'lt nothing ſpend, 
I with thy ſomething, may be nothing 1n the end, 
And as your coſtly Callends is the firlt day 

O'th* Month, I hope before che laſt you may 
Taſt ſomething o'th* Rope: then the Seſſions ends, 
For at Tiburn a multitude of Friends 

Take leave of one another : ſo will 

Come there, to ſee my Benefacor fly 

To make a clapper for a wooden Bell : 

And there I do intend to bid farewell] 

To Monſieur Nibil ; and this on ſomething ſay, 

I hope you've nothing loſt by Madam Aliqua. 


— 
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The Solaters Song, 


Hough the Morning was wet, 
We are merrily met 
In a houſe more dry then our 5kin Boys, 
Weel drink down the day, 
Ne're queſtion our pay, 
Let them heartily laugh our that win Boys. _ 
Chorus, Then drink a tull brimmer to him that 
(intends 
For the good of che Souldier to labour his ends. 
2, LK 


d, 
d, 


ls, 
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2, Let him flatter and lie, 
What is it to thee and T, 
And Ape Noll in every condition. 
It we thrive upon't, 

| Let all the Worid want, 
And the City knee] down and Petition. 
Chorus. '1 ben 4rink « full br:mmer t» bim that intends 
For the good of the Souldier to labour his ends. 


G 


— 


Another Song, 


1.\W/E came from Scotlend with a ſmall force, 
With a hey down, down a down a, 
But with hearts far truer then ſteel. 
We got by my Fay, 
| The glory o*h* Day, 
Yet no man a hurt did teel. 
2, When Lambert firſt our Army did face, 
With a hey down, down a down a, 
He look't as fierce as_the Deyal. 
We fear*d a Rour, 
Bur he fac'd about 
The Gentleman was ſo ciy1l. 
3. General Mk with the Countries Love, 
Wich a hey down, down a down a. 
All perſons to him did addreſs, 
Small mony we ſpent 
For we found as we went 
Good Friends, and here find no leſs, 
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A New Song, © *. [ 
{ 
T He day you with'd Arriv'd at la; lt 


You wiſh as much that it were'paſt 2 
One Mmnte more, and Night wilt hide, 
The Bridegroom and rhe-biuthing Bride. 
The Virgin now to Bed does go, 
Take heed, O Youth, ſhe riſe not ſo, 
She panrs and tremblesat her Do..m, 
And fears, and wiſhes thou would: come : 
The Bridegroom comes, he. comes apace, 
With Love and Fury: his.Face ; 

Sae ſhrinks away, he cioſe purtues, :. : 
Prayes and threats at once does ute ;; // 
She ſotcly ſighing, begs delay, 

And with her hand purs: him away ; - 
T hen our aloud tor aclp the cr:es, 
And then Giſpairing ſhuts her eyes. 


> Wk} ” al 
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Arother New Sox). 


1.\W Hy, O Cupid, ſo dolt rhon ſhun, 
Thy ci{dains alas have undone me : 
When you :ett me to caooſe at my pleatire, 


For the only man [I love alas 1s gone, 


2. Since 
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2, Since you wounded my heart, now in yam 
Let my S1zhs recall him again. 
le lament my unfortunate hour, 
le biame, and at once hlel(s tay power. 
Ifby ſighs and tears, I may bur once reſtore 
Him into my Armes,or elle let me love no more, 
| 


& Ad A 


To the Minnuet Tune. 


=_ my free hopes are tolt on diſfair, 

And fairhieſs Armeda 1s deat to my Prayer : 

This to her trailty of power Ile ſhoye, 

That whica gives me dilfair can ne*re force me to 
(love. 


Beauty 1n flames, where atte&ion is poor, 

There the blind Sort.though he's kicke out a door, 
Will 1] her good Nature and Beauty Implore. 
Fondnels ot love is obliging in no man, 
Waeadles and Amorous dying 15 common, 

"Tis the true heart (remov'd by a ſcorn,) 

Can piace a love thar ne*re ſhall be worn. 


Anothes 
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Another Song. 


H ſtay my dear Phillis before you reſign, * 
T hat heart to an other which ought robe 
(mine, 
My faith and obedience my Title doth prove, 
It you will allow. Juſtice and Reaſon in Love : 
Bur if your old Kindneſs for me you'l abate, 
Being tempred to yieJd for a better Eſtate. 
I find me miſtaken, for vainly I thought, 
That Vertue and Love were not to be bought, 
Accurſt be the Inventer of Joynters and Dowers, / 
The want whereot makes me fit many fad hours, 
Since Women I find hath not power co (ay no, 
To a Foo] that 1s fine, and hach Writings to ſhow, 
Though their Bodies and Minds alike are unſound 
Yet their wealth tor their faults and their follies 
| (compound. 
W hat Vertues are thoſe then that e're can prevail, 
Yince Marriage and Love are hut Bargain and Sale, 
O fie on Deſemblars, whoſe buſinets I tind 
Is only to vex and torment a mans mind, 
Had Nature been kind, and given me a h-art 
To flatter like you. I had mitt all the marr. 
But inſtead of Blind Cupid, kind death I requeſt 
To cure me of all Cares, and to bring me to ref, 
When if it's my Fortune amongſt Angles co be, 
Ile teach them co rail againſt them like me, 
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